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INTRODUCTION. 

wealthy and the great, amidiBt their splendour, indebted 
for the pleasure they enjoy, for without it their glittering 
toys would appear hateful and wearisome vanities. It 
is this which distinguishes ihe obscure from the great, 
the indigent from the rich, the mean from the proud,- the 
ignorant from the learned, the weak from the powerful* 
Tiie filthy Diogenes alone, of all those who pretended to 
teach wisdom, affected to despise it: this wretch who 
thus threw away the decoradons of life, would liave cast 
off* the attributes of man» and assumed the form as' well 
as actions of a brute. 

Should we look abroad through nature, and thence, to 
nature^s God, we will find in the lovely works of the Om- 
nipotent, that th« useful is hid from the view, beneath 
the vast variety and profusion of dazzling ornament, 
which decks the party coloured and rainbow garments 
with which they are clothed and adorned. .Behold the 
myriads of flowers which deck the earth, in the vernal 
season of gaiety and delight, the laughing groves, the 
crystal brooks, the graceful landscapes, the rich melody 
of the painted tribes; how little in the midst of this co- 
louring and luxuriency of ornament, is intended for mere 
utility, and how much for delight ? Why does that per- 
fume regale the senses as it bewitches the wanton air ? 
Why is the ear thus pleased with the melody of song ? 
Why is the eye so much enchanted, in contemplating the 
emerald green of earth's gay carpet, interwoveii with 
flowers of snow, of purple, of hyacinth, and living gold ? 
Can all the art of Oriental luxury, design, or fabricate, 
aught that may vie with this rich and variegated web ? 
Ah ! poor is the utmost effort of the human mind to emu.-^ 
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late stich iWTiainents ! Behold with what rich profusion, 
these incomparable decorations, arc scattered over every 
object of nature. In beholding the trees of the forest, 
the shrubs and flowers of the garden, we should be 
tempted to believe, that the wondrous Creator had been 
stcidious bnlj of the elegant and the beautiful, for be- 
neath these, the merely useful, how carefuHy concealed i 
Even where the fruits which these do promise^ have been 
matured by the influence of the golden sun, we still see 
that ornament is chiefly regarded, in the blooming peach, 
in tlie purple and blushing grape, in the yellow orange, 
and in the waving gold of the harvest. 

The highest efforts of man but- faintly shadow out the 
beauties of the Creation. The painter borrows his co- 
lours and learns to vary his tints in observing these 
lovely works ; the poet tunes his song in feeble echo of 
the dulcet sounds of the spheres in tlieir harmonious 
movements, hymning the praise of him who created all. 
Beware then presumptuous mau, of pronouncing that to 
be idle, and unworthy, which in thy dull conceptions 
appears to be useless, for that which the idle vanity of 
man calls business, is the least important in the eye of 
wisdom. 

Let the son of song be cherished. tVhat, though he 
fabricates no raiment, and provides no food for the pe- 
rishable bo<lies of men, yet, does he feed their souls with 
the ambrosia of poetic thought, and clothe them in robes 
of light. If man's distinguishing perfection be intelli- 
gence, he who provides for this intelligence, is as much 
superior to him who merely ministers to corporeal wanti* 
as the soul is superior to its tenement of clay. By lum 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Chbsrless and dulli would life's realities appear, if 
stripped of the celestial illuminations, of the noblest fa- 
culty of the human mind, the 'Imagination ! Without 
it, man would grope in tlie midst of darkness; he would 
exist in a world without a sun;— without it, he would be a 
branchless trunk, standing upon a barren rock, in the 
midst of a silent sandy desert. It is this supernal en- 
dowment, \yhich elevates him above the ephemera, des- 
tined to bloom for a little hour oii this terrestrial ball, and 
then to sink into oblivious decay. 

The unconfinable thoughts which wander through 
eternity, tell us-^-the final destiny of the soul, is more 
noble than to be ever imprisoned in this poor speck of 
earth, whereon we hold our being. Without the aid of 
the heavenly gift of imagination, existence would be 
insupportably painful and dark : man, ftr from aspir- 
ing to the society of angels, would soon sink to a level 
with the brutes that are doomed to perish. It is this 
power which lends enchantment to every scene, by gild- 
ing the sad realties of woe, and by adding ornaments to 
every substantial good. To its creative power arei the 
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INTllODUCtlON. 

plores the strings with trembling hand and beating hearty 
for he is unknown to fame, and his years are but few. 
He fears that tlie keen and piercing blast of critical se- 
verity, may " bite too nigh" 5 ihat his youth and inexpe- 
rience may plead for him in vain. Should cruelty assail 
him, he will seek oonsolation, in the recollection tliat the 
great father of song himself, the author of the immortal 
Illiad, was often the target of malevolence 5 the race of 
snai'ling scribblers from Zoilus down to La Motte fre- 
quently broke upon him their sacreligious jests. Yet 
the Poems of Homer, were given to the wo rid * nine cen- 
turies before the Christian era, and from that time to the 
present, through all changes and revoliitibns, in all 
countries, and among all nations, have they been pre- 
served with tlie highest admiration^ they hiave been 
transferred to a new world, of which the ancientd 
knew less thup the moderns do of the Moon. If even 
the divine Homer was hooted at by envious owls, 
" winging the dubious dusk," how can the poor Jftarrf- 
lings of these degenerate days, expect to be rever- 
enced ? 

The author has sought to adopt th« manner of thie an- 
cient and venerable sons of the Muses, rather than the 
more fashionable moderns. Instead of Milton, Dry- 
toEN, Pope, Gray, Campbell, Scott, Byron, or Sou- 
THEY, geniuses whom he reveres, but whose strains are 
so familiar, that novelty would be wanting ; he has cho- 
sen to follow, Arohilo onus, Arion, Lasus, Pindar, 
Melanipides,Philoxenus, Tjmotheus, Telesdes, Po- 
HDius, and Ion. Although their wild, irregular, native 
measures, have been preferred, it has not been with 8 
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INTRODTCTION. 

▼iew to emulate th^r b^cehiUialiaQ dithjrambick, or ex^ 
cite sensuality by pourtrajing lasciviousness or irregular 
pleasures. He that would publish what tends in the 
least degree^ to soil the ermine of morality, is. like the 
poisonous manchineal, which sheds its blistering dews to 
destroy the wholesome plants around it. Should these 
lines add fuel to unhallowed flames,; far from deserving 
the confidexice of his country, he would merit its execra- 
tion. 

Cura'd be the line how smooth so e'er it flow. 
That proves the friend of vice, and virtue's foe— 

To such pestiferous fiends of anarchy and discord, Vol- 
TAiHB, Morgan, or Tom Paine, who like Cpiciirus and 
Pyrrhus, and the bewildered disciples, the deluded in- 
struments of the £vil Spirit, and of their own destruc- 
tion, and that of their fellow creatures^ he was never the 
dupe. Reason, the light of heaven, given to lead us on 
our darksome way, has been used by the arch enemy to 
lead us into the direful pits of perdition. He has in- 
fused poisonrinto the nourishment of the soul ; the nec- 
tar of heavenly bliss^ is converted by the horrid mixture, 
into the helebore of endless despair. In a word, beheatii 
the fair garb of reason, b&B too often been concealed ihe 
fiendlike forms of sophistry, criminality, and Atheism. 
In the shape of the philosopher Eubilides, in the Me- 
garian school, the aroh deceiver, proved by the sq- 
phi^m of this bewildered msLn^'^^hat there is no God! 
Bel^eath the visor of philosophy, contemplating the de- 
cline and fall of empires, he gives currency to infidelity 5 
or under the pretence of vindicating the sacred rights 
of man, he teaches to scorn the venerable and pure reli- 
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gion of a Saviour; and finally, ntoder the guise of im|^ar' 
tial investigation, he gathers around the soul the mid-' 
Aight darkness of despair. Let the reader pour the vial 
of his wrathful disappointment upon the hickleto head of 
jouth, incapacity, or inexperience, but he will find no 
cause to condemn these artless lines, on account of im- 
moral tendency. The understanding may be faulty, hut 
the heart is innocent. Celestial poetry, the invaluable 
gift of heaven, has too frequently been the instrument of 
guilt, 

•• So vaynai dc Oro 

* Cuchltto d« ploMMK" 

but never shall it be ao, in the humble hands tf him who 
has undertaken in these verses^ to sing the defence of 
this noble city. No, as he hopes to join the pare spirits 
of the just made perfedt in heaven-— as he hopes to unit0 
^lih the happy and enraptured myriads of the saints of 
light, 

<* Ob wkbm is seen eternally to beam, 

" The radiant oipectof the power supreme^ 

** Who rule» tlie world and in the mass profound, 

*' Of light 'that compasses the Godhead round." 

Z*. Bona, Charlemqgne. 

never will he bo guilty of such a criminal indiscretion. 

It is hoped that this full expression of tlie author's 
sentiments, will satisfy the most critical, serupuloua 
mind, and will convince every readier, that in tiie use 
which he has made of the polytheism of the ancient 
Greeks and Romans, he has been actuated by the most 
innocent motives. Milton and CamosnSy as well as the 
most devout poets have made free use of it, as a harm- 
less machinery, which serves to give animation and ya- 
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mtj» without the lightest injurious tendency. It u eb** 
seired bj a celebrated French critic, that "a poet may 
without offending against the rules of propriety carry ua 
back to remote ages." The ethnic deities of the i^ncienjt 
Jglttrppeansy have been introduced for the purpose of car- 
rying back the mind to ancient times $ the prosopopoeia 
if properly introduced, seldom fails of adding interest to 
tbe poetical annals eyen of events which have passed be- 
fore ovr eyes« The odes of FindMr, shew how freely the 
mythology was introduced in the celebnation of the dif- 
ferent events which he was in^ired to immortalize : 
and if Walter ScoU has &iled in his WjoterloQ^ it is in a 
igre^ifjiT m#a8«|re oiling to the deficiency of this qiecies 
4ifgftmiture. . ^ ; * 

. The sixth camto of t)ie Siege of Baltimore offers me 
apme room for ,the exercise of the i9Uigin9tion. 1 have 
fipu^ to paint in energetic colours^ a picture speaking 
to the heart. I have not exaggerated the calamities qf 
belligerance. in selecting from the victims of war, two 
constant lovers, in the bloom of youth, for whom smiling 
Hope had crowned the chalice of bliss, which joy, while 
presenting it to their lips, pointed to^the flowery vales of 
Peace, — but hark !' the blast of wa,i>^Bellona and the 
horrid train ! See, the flame of conflagrations ! hear, the 
shrieks of the widow, and the cries of orphans ! the pa-* 
triotic youth contemplates the congregating ^orrors with 
peculiar emotions, he hesitates not— -the path (rf* duty 
must be pursued, though destruction brandishing her san- 
guinary spear stands centtnel in the course. Alive to 
the sorrows of Columbia, he enjoys not while his coun- 
ty mourns, he tears himself from the beauteous object 
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of his fenrent afiectipns, and joins the troops assembled to 
advance and check the progress of invasion ; while she 
whom he loves from a consciousness of duty, opposes not 
his departure ; her soul is elevated bj patriotism and bj 
relative affections, she cannot suppress the stream of 
anguish which bedews her beauteous cheeks, yet would 
she not controul the noble spirit of her Edwin. He joins 
a marching regiment, but mindful of his love, he writes 
afi*ectionately to her by the first occurring opportunity ; 
she immediately determines to seek the field of battle, 
if possible, to render assistance to her lover, and doubt- 
ing not her presence might alleviate the toils of war. She 
arrives on the eve of the day of Bladensbiirg, on the fatal 
field ; she discovers the depth of her distress. I have 
not furnished the unfortunate maid of Baltimore with a 
flowery CH*ation, to pronounce in her grief; I deemed 
such an unnatural intrusion ; but a few words, the an- 
guish of her soul, precedes her insanity. 



TO 

IMIAJOR GENERAL SMITH, 

*rHE FIRST CANTO OF THIS POEM IS DEDICATED. 

Battimon^ May, 1817. 

THE exemplary condnct you displayed, whOe 
placed in a conspicuous situation, when to your 
acknowledged patriotism and abilities, was confided 
the arduous duties of a Commander in Chief, en- 
title yon to the gratitude of your country and the 
muses favours. 

Of all calamities which afflict the human speciesy 
that produced by the^revalence of War» is without 
doubt, the most disastrous. But, certainly, in the 
hour of danger, to defend our country, our liber- 
ties and national independence, is not only neces- 
sary and just, but an incumbent duty we owe our- 
selves— -our parents-— our fellow citizens— our wives 
and our posterity* 

A 



S DEDICATION^ 

Probably few persons can conceive the hopes, 
fears, doubts and anxieties of a person jdaced at so 
critical a period in the prominent station yon w^re 
called on to sustain. 
> 

General, the approbation of your own heart, and 
the applauses of your fellow citizens are the best 
commentaries on your conduct.^ 

With sentiments of high consideration 

I have the honor to remwi 

Most respectfully, yoars &c. &c. &c 
ANGUS VMPHRAVILLfi. 



INTHODUCTION, 

ItESFBCTFUIXT INSCRIBED 

TO 

JOB^ HOPKIJ^Sf Esq, 

PHIIiADEIJPHIA. 



''ConsdouB of his wealoiefls^ see! the chfld 
With out^stretch'd arms^ and eyes imploringw 
Enti^eats you from the ground to lift him.** 



hiUQvrxj. nymphs, Parnassian nine« 
Blooming sisters, maids divine! 
COLUMBIA'S youthful bard insiure. 
With some rich portion of immortal fire! 
And thou whom Persia's prostrate sons adoiio 
Ppc0Bus on me thy choicest influence pour. 

II 

Ah! not to me the pow'rs belong 
Which grac'd old Homer's lofty song. 
Else would I, with a Poet's pride 
Poor forth the sweet; the golden tide^ 
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Now softly flowing, smoothly glide, 
Now like some river deep and wide 
O'er high rocks opposing, gushing, 
Thund'ringy £Mining, dov^wAtds rothingi 
The flood with heart^ppalling roari 
Unconfin'd) disdains a shore. 

ni. 

Ah ! Tainl J tries the lark to soar with eagle wi 
Or humMe bard wi^ ORrasAtr powVs t» sing. 
No room in Grothic tow*^ with age in wisdom g 
Beheld his lamp expire at dawn of day. 
No Isis, consecrated shore. 
Or flowing Cam^s leamU margin bore 
Or trace* of bis boUtif^ way. 
Or where he cob&4 the classic hj. 

TV. 

Yet oft, wherft prii^p W English song f 
Thames pours his wealthy tides along 
Through fertile fields, and meads, and vales 
Through golden giades» and flow'ry dales^ 
To where benea^ umbrageous gloom» 
Sleeps Nature's Poet in his tomb! 
With lovely Lydia by my side 
I've sat from mom to eventide. 
For her the infant soiig I'd raise, 
My proudest triumph-— Lydia's praise. 



CANTO li 

"Ah moAftrchs ! did ye know the mirth ye mar* 
Not in the toil» pf Glory would yc flret. 
The hoarse dull drum would sleep. 
And man be happy yet ! '* 

JLord JBtfr9n'9 Chilik Barold, 



Proud Britaiii cWift'd tiie wide domain 
Of Ocean's deep aiid Yastj plain, 
And while her crosses she unfiirl*d, 
Thunder'd defiance to the w<n:Id. 
While Europe ownM the mighty war 
C01.UBCBIA, peiiceful 'midflt the jar» 
A frigid to all, a foe— to none^ 
She traded j^ea^efoUy alonew 

Britain beheld the traaqtiil dam« 

And fearM, a rival to her fame. 

*^And shall her sons eontentmoit know^ 

^ While Europe I hare fill'd with woe i 

^ No the lost world will I regaili, 

^ Her sailm press, her eomaierce ehaioy 

*< All mine shall be the subject main !** 

She spake, heaved high her haughty breast; 

fill'd with ambition; f oid of rest 



dIEGE OF BALTIMOSS; 

She comes! the proud invader comts 
To waste our country, spoil our homes^ 
To laj our towns and cities low, 
And bid our mothers' tears to flow. 
Our wives lament, our orphans weep, 
To seize the empire of the deep 1— 

Her annud circuit^ of the sun, 
Now twice th' ensanguined earth had run» 
Since ruthless War's destructive htand 
Had scattered horrors o'er the land. 
"Whence is this universal grief? 
Declare, <) Muse ! in record Inrief : . 
Their own the British legions call 
COLUMBIA^ infant CAPITAL ! 
And POTOMAC^ thj blushing stream 
Views the red flames* guilty beam - 
Spread over WASHINGTON its gleaa^ 
Suspense flies from her fatal shore 
And hovers over BALTIMORE, 
For uctive war against the foe» 
Her soiiii, the sons of freedom show.. 
Wilt thou to proud invaders yield 
The bloodless,, undisputed field B 
Soon shall thy loud artillery speak t 
Thou art not fearful ^ sad, or weak 
Tho^ Granaiy of the Chesageak&l 



TO 

BBIGAOIBR GENERAL WINDER, 

THE SECOND CANTO OF THIS POEM IS DEDICATED. 

^ BaUijnore, May 1817» 

General, 

WHEN desirous of possessing it, the numerouB 
army of the British invaders advanced towards the 
important cify of Baltimore; yoar fellow citizens 
confident of your integrity, patriotism and miKtary 
skilly appointed you Commander in Chief of the 
forces sent to oppose their progress. 

Every thing consummate ability in an oi&cer 
could possibly have performed, you performed* 
Perhaps no (general oflSicer was ever selected by his 
compatriots^ to assume command under such in- 
auspicious circumstances^ or at so critical a moment ; 
the enemy was at the threshold when you were call- 
ed upon to act; his regular battalions composed of 
veteran troops were under the conunand pf excellent 
and experienced officers ; their jdans long previous- 
ly formed, they had conmienred the execution o&« 
yet, though you foresaw the utmost ability and va- 
lour could achieve^ was^ temporaneoudy to check 
the impetuosity of the foe ; tho' you well knew the 
precariousness of the leaist partial success at such a 
period^ your alacrity in accq^ting comnuuid of our 
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forces, under such circumstances demonstrated tbe 
ardency of your desire to serve your country. 

Tour conduct justified the confidence of your 
compatriots, and reflects the higliest honour on 
your talehte as.a military commander. The si- 
tuation you chose when hut little choice was offei^ed, 
to give hattle to the British^ was admiralty se- 
lected—as at that time possible ; to your energetic 
measui*es in the first instances, I attribute much 
of our subsequent successes — ^for you bravely op- 
posed the first shock ^f an elated and numerous 
army. 

With sentiments of high consideration 

I have the honour to remain. 

Most respectfully, &c. &c. &c* 



ANGUS UMPHRAVILLE. 
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BimcmruT ivmisbbd 

TO 

SHMTESRD C. LEJUOXB, Sfq. 

I 
OF 

BALTIMORE. 



At tuba tenilnlan Bonicmi luioeiil aen» 
CxD0i«9 lAcrepuk dancer coelumque remugk. 



I. 

When wMt^ load clarkm 8mind»«-To ajlus I 

And martiftl trumpets tMmj ; 
The soldier's keut wi^ furj waims* 

He seeks the field of fnj. 

■ f^ 
II. 

In vain his peaoefol cut invites 

Cojatent md rural ease» 
IVhile fierce fo^ with rapme fi|^t& 

Caa mnd quiet please ? - 



10 StEGE OF BALTIMOBE. 

IH. 

^No,** he exclaims ^let women share 
^ With children cottage peace, 

^*To combat be the warrior's care 

^^Till martial sounds shall cease!" 

IV. 

^It cannot be, 6iat this my hand 

<^ MThich dj'd Bellona's fields with gore^ 

^< Forgetful of the soldier's Inrand, 

^ Deaf to the noise of cannon's roar :" 

V. 

" Should guide flie j^ouj^i^jwr till jftc field, 
^Inglorious while mj country calls! 

** no ! agun my sword I'll wield 
^ Who fiOls in battle, nobly falls f 

VL 

{Scarce had he ended*— hark, the drum I 
The rolling drum to battle ' calls, 

'^ Comrades in arms ! ^* he cries" I come 
"* Who fall3 in batUe, nobly faUs !^ 



^IL 

TTius the bold patriot soldier sung 

While the responsive woodlands ning, 

Then to the conscious shady grove 
Impatieat hastes to meet hk loroi 
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VIII. 

A silent miiae stood pensive near 

Beheld affection's gushing tear, 
Regards to mutual lovers dear, 

In tones melodious^ sweetly sad, and clear 
Soft plaintive measures stole the lisfning ear ; 

IX. 

Alternate sung the parting pair^ 
The youth belov'd, and maiden fair: 

AIM. 

IVh^n tiie. morning sun yon see , 
Will you, will you— 'Ifaink ot me ? 
nil ev'ning Phcbbb from the sea 
Rises, will you think of me? 

Ev*ry day, and ev'ry nig^t. 
By Solar, or by Lunar night, 
Till silver Phobbe ends her sway, 
And Sol resigns the ^Iden day. 
My only love ! 1*11 constant be 
GontinuaUy I^ think of thee i 

X. 

BARLOW, had I thy mourning lyrey 
Or BRACKENRIDOE, thy muse's fire. 
Then would I pour the tide of woe 
Bid the warm tear of beauty flow, 
And e^en cold winter's brine to starts 
And pily melt his frozen heart— 

For ok ! Two constant lover's-^part i 
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XI. 

Ah me! should cruftl fiiMnan'a blow 
Lay the patriot-^ol^er low! 
Or deadly bullet .]^erce 4d0 breast, 
Ahi with hn die» hi» true love's 



But heav^i protected if ia peace 

He to his cot rotunis! 
His darliog'ft troaUeg iushittt ceaset 

Her heart with fondness burns. 

Xllt 

Soon as his weU kaownr forar she Tiews 

Advancing to tiie dbapy 
Warm tears her beaxoteona face* bedews, 

^* I see my loTe onee more l** 



With trembling steps and streaming eyes, 
And wildly throbbing heart, 

To her fond love's embrace she ffies^ 
They meet» no more io part! 



CANTO II. 

<'0 heaven! when swoFds for Freedom elMBti 

the cause is thine ! 
Ed^ doubly every patriot's blow ! 
Beat down the banneFS of the ibe ! 
And be it to the nations known. 
That vietoiy is from God aleiie Y* - 

WaUer Scot's Lord qf Mtf likt. 



The 9ons of freedom, patriot hearts ! 

To Baltimore, from various parts, 

At the first summons, quickly cane 

To save from desolation's flame 

The pride of fertile Maryland, 

From British lust, and sword, and brand. 

A valiant host* no fear they knew. 

Their arms were good, their hearts were true^ 

They burnt their foemen's ranks to view. 

a 

Clouds veiPd the sun, whose feeUe ray 
But feebly told the dusky day» 
Dark was that day, in portent— daik I 
A gloom surrounds each British bark $ 
The red-cross'd banner downward hung 
Nor proud as erst to wild wind imig. 
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in. 

Surpriz'd, the British legions gaz'd, 
Their hosts th' entrenchments long amaz'd. 
The labour'd line extending round, 
Baltimore completely bound. 
No circumvolying walls surround^ 
Its guards were noble hearts, and bold. 
Who freedom priz'd 'bove tempting gold* 

IV. 

iVTiat mighty works can men perform^ 
Who nobly face the rudest storm^ 
Who fearless of the Lion's might. 
Dare for their Independence fi^t ! 

V. 

Valiant in arms, wise in debate. 
In councils eloquent and great, 

Victorious SMITH presides; 
Commander of Columbia's arms. 
His soul inur'd to war's alarms, 

Thro' all the storm he rides. 

VI. 

O'er Fort M'Henry, waving wide, 

Floats lov'd Columbia's starry pride, 
In dalliance waving seem'd to say, ' 
^' Columbia owns this glorious day ! 

VII. 

Brave AmisTBAn^ Baltimoreans' boast ! 
With his alert, undaunted host, 
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SttsiainM the British cannonade. 
And well the British bombs repaid^ 
Cities for thee, O warrior bold ! 
Shall shape in gratitude's gaj mould 
Their sculptuir'd urns of bumish'd gold. 

VIII. 

While thro* dark clouds the mimic thunders dart. 

Ah ! what forebodings swell'd each mother's heart ?*. 

Bursting on earth, and now on high, 

Red fuses seem'd to fire the sky. 

The deep-mouthM cannon's horrid roar 

Shook all the walls of Baltimore. 

Death could not daunt the purpose braye, 
Of those who fought the town to save, 
Dauntless amid the blood j strife. 
We fought for freedom, not for life. 

X. 

Dearly their lives- our brothers sell^ 
For each, three British warrior's fellw 
Th' astonish'd British back recoil'd, 
Repuls'd with death, fiitigu'd, and foil'd|» 
Vainly their daring hosts had toil'd. 

XI. 

Proud of their scarlet coats no morCr 
How many soldiers bath'd in gore, 
Lay stretch'd upon the fatal plain - 
/imong tbe wounded and the slain! 
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Vaiply for them fond anxious mother^ weep^ 
Or beauteous maidens gaze the mighty deep. 
Viewing with painful joj each awelling sailf 
Hoping their levels return with every gale« 
Bright expectation smiles with dawn af ligh^ 
Dull disappointment sheds her tears at nights 

XH. 

The yoke of British soy'reign's» sway 
IN^e'er on Coluihbia's neck shall lay» 
While Jehovah conservateSn 
The union of the hsf^py states. 

XIIL 

And should a foreign despot clare 
His thunders to our land to bear. 
And pour his armies, hostile hosts^ 
On our Columbia's honour'd coasts—* 
When they insult our country"^ shores 
Our sons shall think--of Baltimore^ 



COMMOBOBE DECATUBj 

THE THIRD CANTO OF THIS POEM 18 DEDICATED. 

taUintere, May, 1S17. 

Commodore^ 

Tour glory is established on immutable princi- 
plfes, Yotf haire iiiiinortaiiz^ed your name. Your 
country honours, and your fellow citizens esteem 
you. Your brilliant achievements are recorded on 
the pages of history. In the temples^ of victory and 
fame» is an altar inscribed with the immortal name 

of I>BCATDR« 

"While the United States' navy is commanded by 
such officers as yourself, your fellow citizens fear 
notliing from the long claimed naval supremacy of 
Great Britain. Already the illusion of British in- 
▼incibility on the ocean has vanished* Let abject 
nations prostrate themselves before her; oft have 
we contemplated Columbia's star-stud glory float- 
ing in triumph over the conquered crosses of her 
Union. We fear her not. From the hands of Bri- 
tannia we apprehend not, that it shall be our lot to 
receive ^' the restoration of the ancient order of 
things" : her sword shall not establish here a throne 
for a Ferdinand the cruel^-or an horrible Inquisi- 

B 2 
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tion to disgrace our country. A considerable naTjr 
is indispensably necessary to protect our cpminerce 
and to guard our long extending coasts. May our 
^yernment, conscious of its importance, spare no 
expense to augment it, and be prevailed on to adopt 
those means, to dtmtnish the effusion of American 
blood, which will confer on our arms a manifest su* 
periority in all engagements. Those means I am 
convinced would be readily adopted if recommended 
by persons of your distinction and experience* 



With sentiments of hi|^ consideration^ 
, I have the honour to be^ 

Most respectfully, &;c. &c» 

ANGUS UMFHBAYILLB. 



INTRODUCTION. 



RESPECTFULLT DEDICATED 



TO 

K STMMO^BSy Esq. 

PHILADELPHIA. 



** What pity is't that we can die but once 
Tft serve our country.** 



AdfH9im*9 Tragedy of Ca^ 



I. 

The thunders sounds llie loud drums^bea^ 
Hark ! a thousand tramping feet^ 
Bright their arms are dazling bright^ 
Reflecting back the Sun's red light, 
IViih standards streaming to the air^ 
Ten thousand warriors brave appear^ 
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Warriors ! e*er to-morrow's sun 
His destin'd course through heav'n has ruOj 
A thousand widow's tearsr shall Abw, 
A thousand orphanif weep with woe. 
Warriors ! march on^-^Ttmr country calls^ 
*" Who faUs in battle nobly falls V" 



CANTO III. 



** Now hovk ^e dtfk artillery brolce^ 

** Lightning flash and thunder stroke ; 

" And volum'd elouds of fiery smoke 

«<BoU in the daricen'd air.'* 4^iM. 



L 

Hark ! the sdutid of clattVtng arms 
Assail the heart with dire alarms. 
The deep-mouth'd cannon's thund'ribg 80und> 
Th* echoing hills repeat around ! 

The sword impatient of its prej 
Disdains the Sun's reflected raj ! 
The glitfring muskets from afar 
Declare thj presence— 4)aleful Wab ! 

in. 

! tis the murd'rouft cannon's roar-^ 
See ! tis the muskets light'ning flash--* 

Carnage now dies her feet in gore- 
War's loudest thunders crash I 

IT. 

Britain ! wail that fatal day^ 
When on Noetu^oxnt's impurpled field 



^ dlEGE OP BALTIMORE. 

The annies meet in dire array— « 
One must not be^ or yield. 

Her Stars exalting to the sky 
Columbia's blue-strip'd ensign higb 
Waves in graceful dalliance gay. 
And claims the honours of the day. 

VL 

« 

See long extends the British line, 

Their burnish'd arms refulgent shine ; 

Troops of the Wellingtonian school ! 

Ne'er shall your Princely Regent's rule 

Or fore^ monarch's scepter'd sway^ 
Columlna's free-born sons obey. 

VII. 

Tho' proud in arms, inur^} to war,. 
You've spread the fame of England far^ 
And from Napoleon's brilliant reign 
Deliver'd France, and rescu'd Spain^ 
Bestor'd to Bovrbon^s race again. 

VIIL 

Free as the air we breathe our birth^ 
Despising monarchs form'd of earth, 
Our King, the King of Kings alone— ^ 
Eternal his celestial throne ! 
And since ye dare us to the fight, 
Confiding in our Sov'reign's might, 
Europe on North Point's plain shall see*^ 
Britannia's choicest heroes flee 
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Before the children of the free. 
Who gain'd by arms priz'd Liberty ! 

Retreat ! ye myrmidons-— ^retreat ! 
This land is freedom's chosen seat. 
These are the sons of those, who fought 
For Independence) when ye sought 
By force of arms^ by murder, flame. 
To fill our land with grief and shame, 
To blast our glory, blast our fame, 
And blot our Washington's bright name j 



But say, who is this warrior bold 
In scarlet coat,adorn'd with gold, 
Whose gaudy epaulets shine bright. 
Calmly he contemplates the fight P 

XL 

It is the British Gen>ral ROSS, 
He glories in his country's cross, 
And vows to take rich Baltimore, 
And bid her streets to reek with gore $ 
And while her widow'd matrons sigh. 
To plant his monarch's ensign high. 

XIL 

He knows not now, with pride elato^ 
The stem decree of ruthless fate ! 
But plans our blest Prbdonia's fall. 
And slavery's shackles to recall. > 
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XIII. 

See ! as his hardy host advances. 
Proudly his conscious chlu-ger prances, 
. IVhile to his Aids, drawn sword ifx hm^r 
He issues forth his high command. 

XIV. 

But soon the vengeful bullet ffies, 
The wounded warrior falls and dies ! 
The fate ordain'd for Idbertj, 
boaster! that has fall'n on the^. 

XV. 

A youth who wore our uniform^ 
Press'd through the midst of battle's 9tonn» 
And at the haughty Briton foe, 
Aim'd the ball whi^h laid him low. 

XVI^ 

The British army saw it's General slam 
And then disorder'd fled the fatal plain. 

XVII. 

So proud PHu.|ffnA's champion died $ 
A shepherd check'd a nation's pride^ 
GoLiAH slain by David's, hand. 
The Gentiles fled the Holy Land^ 

xvni. 

Fly ! ye perfidious crosses, fly! 
Te wave not under genial aky$ 



CANTO m. 2$ 

Ibre no trart'rous airs e'er can^ ^ 
Victorious profanatioii fan. 

XIX- 

Among our country's soldiers brave 
Who found on North Point's plain— 4I grave 
The mournful Muse in tesirs must tell, 
Twas there the gallant LOWRY fell ! 



And yet she smiles amidst her tears. 
While record of his wortii she bears y 
While bursting thunders o'ei^ him sped. 
He sought the raging battle's bed, 
Columbia's flag wav'd o'er his head, 
And thus her gallant LOWRY said : 



" Patriot soldiers— follow me— 
** Die like heroes— or be free ! 
" Forward*-<leath or victory !" 

XXII. 

As flint-stone sharply struck on sdeel, 
Our Soldiers heard the Chief's appeal, 
Hi^ voice a confidence inspires. 
They crush'd the foe— amidst who^efites 
Th' heroic DONALDSON etpires. 
Pride of the Senate~«*of the Bar, 
Thus glorious fell the plume of War ! 

C 



TO 



COMMODORE PEBBT. 



THE FOURTH CANTO 09 THIS POEM IS DEDICATEJt 



BaUimorej May, ISir. 

Commodore^ 

The second War between the United States of 
Nortli America and Great Britain* which com- 
menced on the ISth June, ISIS* and terminated in 
February^ IS 15, evinced the fallacy of the boasted 
sovereignty of the British on the Ocean. On the 
10th September, ISIS, by the capture of the British 
squadron on Lalne Erie, you covered yourself with 
glory, and justified flie opinion of your estimation 
as a most valuable Naval Officer^ — ^long antecedently 
entertained by your countrymen. On the day sub- 
sequent to the ainniversary of the glorious 10th of 
Sept^nber in the following year* the gallant Com- 
modore M'Donough defeated and captured the Bri- 
tish flotilla on Lake Cbamplain. These illustrious 
fictions grace the pages of your country's history. 
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2r 



One thoasand years hence they shall not be forgot- 
ten — a grateful posterity will erect cosily monu- 
ments and statues in commemoration of your yalour. 

With sentiments of high consideration, 
I have the honour to remain^ 
Most respectfully, &c. &c. 

ANGUS UMPHRAYIUao 



INTBODUCTIOlSr. 



THE ALLE6ANIAD. 

IVfOmiBlD 

TO THE GENIUS OF COLUlfKA. 



^uropeftii bards have sung their mimntaiiis high, 

Whose heads ambitious seem'd to touch the skj. 

Assembled Goda on proud Olympus sate 

In solemn councils, gravely to debate^ 

The lot of empires, and the laws i>f &te* 

On proud Parnassus' laurePd head^ 

Th' enchanting Muses virgin bed. 

Near balm-diffiising roses blow. 

And streams, of inspiration flow. 

While Mars ^hrou^ Europe drove his car, ^ 

The Muses midst the horrid jar. 

Beheld the dreadful woes of War f 

Trembling— 4hej heard the thund'ring cannon's sound 
Weeping— ihey saw the ensanguined fields around. 
They sought the Sun's bright palace rich with gold, 
lis mulciberian gates charm'd with their songs unfold. 




INTRODUCTION. » 

Swift to Apollo's throne the- Nine repair. 
And to their Patron God thus sung the Y irg^s fair : 
•* Sire of Son^, of Harmony Divine, 
'Tis tMne with heav'nlj rays o'er worlds to shine. 
To. grant our pray'r, Irradis^te God, is thine. 
'Midst murd'rous cannons awful roar, 
Thro' slaughters fields impurpled o'er with gore^ 
Vengeance breathing, bloody Wars— 
Bellona drives th' insatiate Mars ; ^ 
Follow their car, attendants dire, 
Murder, rapine, rape and fire. 
Genius to war devotes his pow'r. 
Or low in dust is doom'd to cow'r ; 
By Mars inspir'd, Europe he wraps in flame, 
Through floods of human blood he swims to fame ; 
Wealth, honour, praise, pursue the warriors name^ 
Ah ! ^ho shall quench this diabolic rage, 
The sins of this abominable age ? 
Who shall the Muse9 fears assuage ? 
Lest men inured to crimes, growti bold 
As haughty Giants did of old. 
Should dare to invade our blest retreat, 
Or stain with sacred blood the Muses* hallow'd seati 
Far from this world of blood and War, 
bear us in thy golden car ; 
With thee harmonious Lord of Day, 
We'll pass through heav'ns enlighten'd way, 
And o*er the wide Atlantic waves, 
From lands of European slaves. 
To w^here Columbians star-crown brig^t^ 
IKSuses round the floods of light ; 

G2 
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Where dove-ey'd Peace, andgen'rous Freedom's spdl, 
Inspire the sacred fire, the Muses love to dwells" 
Thus sweetly sung th* enchanting fair. 
While from their silver harps resounds th' eu[dioiuou8 

air: 
When beauty pleads her dear request, 
O, stubborn is that haughty breast 
Which can refuse :-— but to each Muse, 
What could th^ am'rous Sire of Song refuse P 
Enough, Calliope, was there. 
She who for him did Orpheus bear ; 
Respondent to the Muses lay, 
Replied the gorgeous God of Day : 
^ Harmonious Nine, celestial Maids, 
As you desire to quit your ancient shades 
Phsbus consents ; in recompense for this, 
Seeks from each lovely Muse a balmy kiss. 
. The blushing Maids bestowed the balmy bliss, 
Apollo ardent di'ank each nectar kiss. 
The fiery courser's spring resounds the lash. 
And flames divine around the chariot flash !— 
Swift thro' the ether whiri'd the circling wheels. 
And soon the West, Apollo's influence feels. 
And to the Muses' view Columbl\'s vales revealft» 
The chariot stops amidst a flood of lights 
The Fair descended frcAn the chariot bright. 
They struck their golden harps—Hnelt reaps the f QOW> 
And consecrate streams began to flow ; 

Fragrant »yrtle-bow'rs to grow, 

Various balmy-flowers to blow ^ 
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Asfnrii^ wAxLBOANiKs grace mj song. 
To jou superior strains belong. 
Proudly in immortal verse 
Shall . fiiture bards jour fame rehearse. 
The Virgin Nine, harmonious band, 
Have chos'n Columbia's happy land ; 
The Maids have fixM fheir seat on tliec;^ 
On mountains lov'd by Liberty ! 

SECTION II. 

Enormous mountdn ! Cotopaxi rears 

His heav'n aspiring head, disdains ours spheres ! 

His lofty top is veil'd in circling clouds. 

An awful gloom his unseen face enshrouds. 

Proudly he contemplates the realms below. 
Wide rivers winding thro' vast vallies flow, 
Sees the inferior Andes bulky chain. 
Two thousand miles their lengthen'd way maintain^ 
To stand on some huge rock in some lone cave, 
While angry thunders round their summits rave. 
How awfully sublime*— €arth quakes around, 
While neighboring caves repeat the solemn sound. 
Huge Chimborazo, whose rock crown high, 
Piercing ihro^ clouds, opposing— props the sky. 
Inferior but to Cotopaxi's throne, 
^Midst heav'nly snows thy getiius dwells alone, 
^oon may ye view long injur'd nations rise, 
Resolved, unanimous, in councils wise. 
And hearts inflam'd with Freedom's honord charmsi 
'Gainst ^ftosxi Ferdinanp to brandish arms, 
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from the dust and spurn Us iron swaj. 
No more Iberia's myrmidons obey* 
Your heads to heav'n, ye nations elevate. 
Like our Columbia both be free and great. 
Before thee march the God of War 
Illustrious BOLIVAR! 
Victory owns thee as her son, 
Venezuela her WASHINGTON ! 
Let tyrants to one common grave be hurl'd. 
O'er tile New World— -Freedom's banners unforl'd! 
From southern realms, where war and rapine bum^ 
To themes more tranquil, wandering Muse I return. 
Happy the man inured to healthful toil. 
Who reaps the harvest, ploughs the grateful soil ; 
Happy the Farmer, who in comfort's cot, 
Contendedly, in peace, enjoys his lot, 
With home-made Ale, and blooming partner blest, 
Alternate labor, and alternate rest. 
With social glee, whose white-wash'd rooms resound, 
Whose cheerful board, his ruddy sons surround. 
Whose rosy daughters grace their father's side. 
Their mother's hope, and aye, their fathers pride. 
But hark ! I hear the blast of war, 
I see Bellona's blood*stain'd ca^r. 



CANTO IV. 

'*Forj;ive my playftil meatiuret w^d. 
And in the Poet view the child. 



What harliiiiger nctorious tidings hrii^iy 

And yonder soars on golden wkig^ ? 

Beams on the Solar God her bright undated eyesy 

Frodaims with pfeaniiKg traaip some hero to tiie skies ! 

a 

Tia fime Colunibia^ warriors friend, 

Tis fame whose silver voica ihc golden arches rend. 

To proud Olympus' lofty heigth 

The pow'r directs his loftier filg^i 

. • -■- " 

m. 

TeGods! who throng th' immortal hillt 
Our fate whose nod* our law whose will, 
Th' eternal messenger croud round. 
Attentive to the glorious sound. 

Hark ! the celestiat sounds^-^melodious^ dear. 
Arrest th^ fiiseinated ear$ 
Leads captive -godlike niinds away, 
Enchants lii* enrqitur'd realms of day ! 
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V. 

«From British chains is out COLUMBIA freed, 
''And MARYLAND is doom'd n6 more to bleed^ 
«* On NORTH POINT'S proud and glori^Nis plain 
^ The sons of FREEDOM laureU gain !" 

VL 

Scarce heard the pow'rs. the laurel sound 
Than loud acclaims through heav'n rebound. 
And STRIGKER's txright immortal name» 
Was giv'n to Tict'ry and to fame. 

VIL 

Mars avow'd his darling son» 
Venus own'd her heart was won« 
Jippolo struck th* euphonious Ijreu 
And all the Muses were on fire ! , 

MRnerva twia'd H^ laurel bou^ 
Around the valiant hero's brow. 
<'And may" she said "my olive's bloom 
^With this round my intempled room.** 

VIIL 

Lovely Graoss flowers bind 
And round his garland^ brow entwin'd. 
And while the vii^n crown they wreath'd 
In strains like these the sisters breath'd. 

IK. 
"Let the Victor-Warrior wear, 
"The trophies which Us arm has won! 
"Let ravish'd laurels deck the hair, 
" Of Uest COLUMBIA'S honor'd son K 
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X. 

i in her hand a banner bore : 
[>es who fought for BALTIMORE,'' 
>lden letters beaming bright 
* names in characters of lig^t, 
TH, STERRET, BARRY, SPANGLER* LOKG^ 
names add glory to triumphant song. 

XL 

FOWLER, STEIGER, and QUANTRIL, 

e fame endures joiir names shall flourish still, 

Z(3tER, MONTGOMERY, AISQUITH and WIL- 
MOT, ^ 

€ warriors! splendid is jour lot, 

Tories' radiant orb no calumny shall blot, 

[LY, BARNEY, STENENSON, 

TAYLOR, and brave CALHOUN, 

I names ! and many thousands more, 

ib'd in gold, fames brilliant banner bore. 

shall I hear in indolence reside, 

s from my Edwinfs wounds may gush the purple tidtf 

wiU hasten to the fields |bf strife, 

Y to share bis toils, or save his Ufe. 

now in sight of heay'n 1 am my Edwin^ wife, 

virtuously resolv'd the beauteous pilgrim sought, 

atal field where her lov'd Edwin fought. 

XIL 

em-»«nointed angel rise, 
lest COLUMBIA'S darling prize ! 
*d by evVy noble mind, . 
« is ev'ry charm c(»inbin'd. 
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For sake of thee have millions bled, 
niustriouB, 'mongst the honor'd dead, 
\ Whose souls uncurfo'd by grov'ling clajr. 
Burst thraldom's chains vokd soar'd away. 
On thy celestial wings to realms of endless day ! 

XIII. 

Proud, angry, foes, from foreign knds^ 
Would plunge into thy yaliaat heart, 
The dirk of death-C:OLUMBIA'S bands 
Spared not their lives on freedoms part 
For them their mourning brothers raise 
Triumphant monuments of praise. 

XIV. 

ARM'STEAD^ thy illustrious name 
Is written on the rolls of fame ! 
Long as the earth endures, as long 
Shall grace COLUMBIA'S epic song. 

• XV. 
And thou, brave youth i whose cannon's fire 
Flashing through night with carnage dire 
Spread wounds, and death, and wild dismay. 
With British blood ting'd the red bay I . 
A laurel-wreath, O WEBSTER'S^thine 
Thy fame shall blaze while suns shall shin^. 

XVL 

The valiant NEWCOMB liurels won 

For conduct brave at COVINGTON, 

S TEUART'S name, and gallant NICHOLSON'S, 

Brave BERRY'S too, and PENNINGTON'S, 
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STANSBURY; FORMER, HARRIS, DYER, 
INTREPID BIRD, who 'midst the fire 
Of hostile hosts his troops inspire^ ' 
Your deeds shall grace the Muses page 
Your worth admir'd from age to age ! 
Let WINDER'S name to honour dear, 
Inscrifaf'd on the bri^t list appear. 

XVIL 
DONALDSON^S worth what muse can tell 
Who bravely for his country fell P 
For him bright glory spreads her arms ~ 
He rushed through death to own her charms ! 
Oft o'er his grave shall flow th' elegiac tear« 
His name to patriotism ever dear 
Our sons in distant times revere 

XVIII. 

Great was the warrior I deplore 

With tears of deep regret. 
But he has reach'd a happier shore 

Where valiant souls are met; 
He left a blood impurpled field 

Of trouble^ care, and strife, * 

For h'eay'nly fields, which happiness yield 

Of bliss and endless life. 
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TO 

LIEUT. COL. CROGHAN^ 



THE FIFTH CANTO OF THIS POEM IS DEDICATED. 



Baltimore^ May^ 1817. 

Colonel, 

The year 1812 constitutes an epocha in the his- 
tory of your military life. To that brilliant period, 
(when under the auspice of success, you auspiciously 
commenced your career in arms) your's is the envia- 
ble pleasure of being able to recur with emotions of 
honourable and silent pride. Your achievements 
form an essential part of the history of your country, 
and long as letters are read, will your exploits be 
on record, to fill the hearts of Americans with tri- 
umph, as an example to inspire emulation in the 
breasts of your compatriots. 

To the valiant warrior who nobly distinguished 
liimself, in the midst of the brave at Forts Meigs 
and Stevenson — ^this tribute of respect is due. I 
despise the sycophants fallacious encomium ; as the 
dtizen of a land of Freedom, without reservation* 
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I deliver the genuine sentiments of my heai*t. 
Hardly-earnM are the laurels of warriors: pur- 
chased at the cannon's mouthy in the domain of 
death — red battle's field; under the indispensable 
labours of privations and fatigues. Your undaunt- 
ed conduct at the first attack' of Fort Meigs turned 
the eyes of the nation on a young officer, likely a| 
some future day, to become the object of honour, 
and the theme' of historians, poets, painters and 
sculptors. At Fort Stevenson your talents shone 
conspicuously; unavailing were the artifices of 
Proctor; abortive the contemptible menaces, the 
infamous promises, of the despicable traitor EUiot, 
to seduce you from your duty, you fought with 
bravery, with discretion, you persevered, you con- 
quered. Had you imitated the cruelty of the op-, 
posing General who abandoned his wounded, not- 
withstanding your valour, you would have been un- 
worthy of the proud American name ; but the bene- 
volence you demonstrated to the fallen soldiers of 
the discomfitted foe, regards your character as a 
man. 

T^ return of peace, afibrds leiisureto pursue 
tliose important studies and occupations, which, 
should again the torch of Bellona flare in the United 
States^ may fit yon to sustain the highest station of 
command. History, biography, eloquence in com- 
position, and fluency of speech, are valuable acqui- 
sitions, in all ; unite these to the necessary acquire- 
ments of tfac^ oflEtoer who ardently desires to attain 
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emineiice and disdains not to labour for it, and only 
m premature decease, will prevent your elevation to 
the pinnacle of military renown* How assiduous 
should the officer be who has acquired a reputation^ 
since into every subsequent actioii he eAters^ that 
TOputation is at stake. 

Sir-— I do not apologize for mentirniing Ci^ais 
3BlIiot's name in the same page vhich is loomed 
with yours. Whatever is excellent aj^iears more 
80 by con^ro^^, as ^' pearls upon an Ethiop's arm*" 

With sentiments of high consideration^ 
I remain most respectfully, 
Tours, &c. 

ANOUS UMPHBAVILLE. 
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The winter winds so Ueak and Bhrill, 
Are whistling o'er the naked hill. 
Across the dreary moorlands blow, 
And sweep along the drifted snow. 

See ! the virgin flakes descending 
Clothe the naked mountain's brow. 

From the leafless trees depending 
Icicles with the brilliance glow! 

Lo ! the rude Borean king • 
Rides up<m ^le storm J cloudy 

Around his icy tempests fling» 
And tombs the world in palid shroud^ 

Aw*d by Vandal frown severe. 
Vassal nature, waste, and drear^— > 
Despairing, shews her bosom bare» 
Mar'd by thy keen and sleety spear. 

Silver streams no more are seen 
Soft murm'ring thro' the meadows green, 
Gliding rivers cease to glide. 
The rou^v^the widely welfring tid^. 

D3 
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Hark ! foams again the Borean rage^ 
Stern pow'r ! relentless, hoar*d with age. 
Antiquity thy terrers saw, 
And modem worlds obey the law. 

. Despot t from Columbia— ^way ! 
Her sons abhor despotic sway ; 
For her the Phoebian God displays 
^fhe blazon of celestial rays. 
Flashes immortal beams ! inspires 
The God-like warmth of Freedom's fires ! 
Go rale the Lap, the Fin, the Russ, 
The bajrb^rons Goth, but rale not us^ 
Let beauteous Spring with lib^ai hand 
Her flow'rs scatter o'er our land, 
While Summer blithe and Autumn gay, 
In the verdant meadows play ; 
Methinks already I survey 
As beneath some oak I lay, 
The shepherd, softly, as they stray 
To the coy maid, his tender tale betray. 
At beauty's shrine his homage pay, 
Or weeps the truth he fears to say : 
While Summa*.blith(^ with Autumn gay. 
In the verdi^ntinQadow;8 play,. 
May be^ut'ous Spring wjith blooming han4 
Shed roses sweet o'er Maryland ; 
Columbia blest beneath their sway, 
Smiles the fair sister, queen'st obey. 
And nature's blushing face owns tKe perennial day 
But lo ! th' Arcadian scene recedes, 
JHqc blooms the fields, nor laughs the meads. 
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No sound is heard of tuneful reeds, . 
But nature's wounded bosom bleeds. 
He hears me no1>— the stormy king ! 
No Orpheus 'tis who sweeps the string. 
Else as immortal poets saj^ ^ 
Nature would instantly obey. 
The leafless trees, and fields so drear^ 
Th' inclement season of the year, 
Distressful Winter dulls the scene, 
Fills half the city folks with spleen. 
Boy ! heap more wood upon the fire^—* 
Come all on earth whom I desire. 
My darling Lydia fill my glass. 
Now drink one half— my bonny lass ; 
Now join those nectar lips with mine^^ 
Inspire me with a look divine, 
And dost thou mourn that bloody Mars, 
Shohild fill the world with guilty wars ? 
And dost thou, charming Maid, deplore 
The brave who died for Baltimore P 
Too noble to tiie foe to yield, 
They died in honours glorious field I 
Far from the strifes and toils of ti^, 
Inhabit now the realms of bUss. 
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'* Ah ! who can tell, how hard it is to climb 

The steep jnrhere Fame's proud temple shines afar." 



I. 

What names are on the rolls of fame. 

Whose glories does the powr proclaim ? 

Muse, her favourite sons unfold : 

^Mn brilliant characters of gold, 

*' Illustrious Jack&on-'— chieftain bold ! 

** Who bade the flag of vict'ry wave 

" Where Orleans views the Britons grave* \^ 

Immortal Brown, wliere heroes war. 

His is a place in vict'rj's car* 

n. 

^^ Decatur tanght the stubborn Dej^ 
^ Columtna's mandate to obey : 
^^ He broke the slavish iron chain, 
^* Bade weeping captives smile in FreedoBi's land 
again. 
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III. 

^ The rolls of Fame with names are full, 

'^RoooBRs, Porter, Bainbridoe, Hvll, 

*• Your names in golden letters glow 

^^ With Burro WS9 Perrt, Jones, and M^Dokouoq* 

IV. 

^' But endless w6re the task for me, 
*^ T' enum'rate all their names to thee^ 
<^ Of those whose glorious fates appear 
** By Fame belov'd, to Glory dear, 
** Many who live, and many more 
•* Who bravely died for Baltimore/' 

V. 

<< What fate malicious kept thee far, 
" Young minstrel, from the seat of War 5 
" And under burning zones confin'd 
« A patriot's soul, and ardent mind ? 
<* His country was thy father's pride, 
" And in her honour'd cause — he died ! 
<* O did oblivion's current roll 
" Its tides Lethean o'er thy soul ¥' 

VI. 

Forget the land which gave me birth ! 
'This hallow'd portion of the earth ! 
Where Independence loves to live, 
Apd Freedom's sacred fire to thrive^ 
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O Muse { should such a day arriyey 
Me of my much lov'd lyre deprive— 
Nor once a dastard's breast inspire 
With one small spark of heav'nly fire ! 

VIL 

Had I a thousand lives to save, 
I'd yield those thousand to the gravct^ 
In my countiy's glorious cause, 
To preserve her Freedom — Laws. 
Let but the day of danger come, 
The battle's field shall i>e my home ; 
With my last throb, and latest sigh^ ' 
I'll glory in the cause I die. 



TO 



THE MEMBERS 

OP 
THE AI^IERICAN PHILOSOPHICAL SOCIETY. 



BaltifttiMre, May, 1817. 

Gentlemen, 

Tlie year 1769 constitutes a remarkable epocha 
in the history of nations; in this year were born 
two of the greatest Grenerals Europe ever contem- 
plated, viz : the Emperor Napoxeon the First, and 
the Duke of "Weulingtok; and in this year the 
first American Philosophical Society was instituted 
in* my native city Philadelphia: as if Providence 
had ordained philosophy to assuage the calamities 
of war. The important services which since that 
memorable period rendered your diumally improv- 
ing country, and the cause of Literature in general^ 
deserve the warmest acknowldgments of your fellow 
citizens. To whose patronage^ Gentlemen^ could I 
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with more propriety, than to you, dedicate a volume 
Resigned to celebrate the resplendent actions of our 
•ompatiiots— 4;he Heroes of Baltimore; since it was 
under the sacred auspice of patriotism the American 
Philosophical Society was established. 

My highest ambition is to merit your applause. 
With earnest wishes for the increasing proefperity 
of so excellent an establisiunent as that of which 
you are the members. 

I have the honotir to remain, 
With sentiments of profound consideration, 
Gentlemen^ 
Your fellow citizen. 

And obedient humble servant, 

ANGUS UMFURAYIULE. 







INTRODUCTION- 



Absorbed in thought's beg;uiUng traiQ« 
Bold} wild chimeras fioi^t nthwart the brain. 
His soBl^uncurb'd by earth*$ restrictive reins. 
The narrow confines of o&tk^^^urld disdains j 
Longs to contempl^ie with limitless view, — 
The heaves high canopy, and voidful blue. 
Bursts fhro* the clouds of error's darkened way^ 
Breathes purer air, enjoys more perfect day $ 
Imbibes the aether of the glowing sky, 
Feels kindred fires enkindled in his eye. 
Labours in vain his feelings to express, 
Then strives to clothe his thoughts in rich poetic 

dress. 
Such Milton's feelings, tho' depriv'd of sight, 
O'er his dark eye-balls hung the clouds of night; 
(yer his wrapt soul broke floods of heavily light ! 
Thus Newton's vast immeasurable soul 
fioar'd, 'midst the stars, and spurn'd unjust control^ 
Shall this dark ball, man's heav'n-bom soul contain^ 
Degrade his glory, and his mind enchain ? 
Unhappy being ! forbear this vaunting straiD^ 
Frojn lofty themes thy daring hand refrain^ 

E 
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Return from heav'n, behold the earth again^ 
^Tis folly thy condition to disdain^ ' 
Excess of Wisdom is a world of pain ! 
Would'st thou be rich, discard the sacred lyre^ 
Extinguish now Apollo's heav'nly fire. 
Learn from the world* to hoard the useful pelf^ 
Let mighty love all centre in yourself. 
Spurn the 'unhappy, scorn the helpless poor, , 
And drive the sons of mis'ry from your door $ 
But for the great, your liberal table sg^ead, 
And wealth shall show'rher paper on your head. 
Why c&n'st thou not for wealth-to mAamiess bend— ^ 
Who is not proud to be the rich man's friend ? 
Bow to the mud, tbuu stubborn soul ! for know 
Pale Penury's heirs are doom'd to breathe in woe* 
In their hard road no fragrant roses blow. 
On the thom'd path their endless tears shall flow. 
On themes like this— 'why should I ponder sore ? 
My grief is due to thee> fair maid of Baltimore. 



CANTO VI. 



*» n vero condito in molli versi 
*<I pui schivi allettando ha persuaso. 
*' Cosi ^ egro funciul porgiam asperdi 
*■ Di soave iicor gU orU del vaso.'" 
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Alas ! that dearest friends should part, 
That grief should break a maiden's heart, 
Tl^at mis'ry to the untimely tomb^ 
Should drag the fair in beauty's bloom. 
O had you seen Columbia's pride. 
As erst she trod our river's side, 
You would have deem'd the zephyr blest, 
Which di^d away upon her breast, 
And wish'd iii fluid streaius to glide. 
And clasp her shadow in your tide. 
Not half so splendid to the view, 
Heav'ns gorgeous bow of various hue. 
Not all the Suns_which^old the sky, 
Shone with such lustre as her eye. 
Angels taught her breasts to rise 
Ambitious to their natal skies. 
And angels gently sunk them low, 
To feel th^ s^d complaint of wo^. 



32 STEGE OF BALTIMORE. 

O ! who could know and not adore, 
The charming maid of Baltimore ? 
Kdwin*, I tow, anoible jouth, 
Endn'd with loveliness and truth, 
As fW rvmHtmd t>looming £ur, 
IKes beneath the Borean akv 
X.iv'd but to feel despair's deep blow. 
Then sunk beneath the iron foe. 
As the tall poplar rears its branches hig^, 
Inconscious of a frowning skj, 
So Edwin rose^n beauts bloom, 
iKcnr dreamt of fate's disastrous doom. 
lYhen ros'd Aurora blushes dawn. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the agile fawn- 
Bounding, blithesonte, careless, gay, 
Dancing the laughing hours away, 
Unthinking, plajsomfe animal 1 
This day the Hunter dooms thy fall, 
How soon alas ! thy frolie o'er. 
Ere long and thou shalt game no more. 
Hark ! e'en now the winding horn 
Insults thy trembling heart wiiii scorn ; 
Swift horses spurn the plain, and hark ! 
The yelping dogs discordant bark. 
Strange mingled sound disturbs the dell, 
Poor Fawnr— it is thy fun'ral knell 5 
Bise and surpass tiiy swiftRBt speedy 
Rise quickly— or e'en now you bleed, 
Rise ! quickly rise !-^ut ah !— -in vain—* 
Stem fate decrees : thou shalt be slain. 
The blood-hounds fasten on his breast^ . 
Glut their red jaws vxA teathia crest ! 
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So gentle Bdwin^ like the Fswn^ 

Decreed to death in di^s gay dawn^ 

Transfix'd by the barbed shaft of deaths * 

Must yield to Fate his fleeting breath. 

Who that beheld young Edwin bloom. 

Would think upon the fatal tomb ? 

Who would not augur lengthen'd days. 

Wealthy and bliss, and warriors bays ? 

Ere love malicious aim'd the envenom'd dart, 

And bade its rankling poison tear his heart. 

Long had young Edwin lov'd the &ir, 

With blooming lips and auburn hair, 

With speaking eyes of heav'nly blue. 

And cheeks which shamed the roses hue. 

The tender maid his troth returned, 

And with a mutual love they bum'd^ 

Their choice no cruel guardian^ blame, 

Parental sanction fann'd the flame. 

But ah 1 before the marriage day— - 

War calPd the gallant youth away, 

*^ Adieu, my dear, I cannot stay, 

••My country calls, I must obey. 

^ From Albion's land our Freedom's foes, 

^ Are come to fill the land with woes, 

** Your Edwin cannot taste repose ;— 

*• I haste th' invaders t* oppose. 

•* I would not stay thee— Edwin, no ! 

" Brave youth, where honour calls the»«*f;o^ 

<^ My father, brother, both are gone, 

^^ And I to weep am left alone. 

^ Go seek the field, loy love, and OK ! 

? Protect* my sire from foeman's blow." 
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Now flowing tears her sorrow speak, 

He kiss'd the pearl-drops from her cheek> 

Presses her hand, then sad and: sloW, 

He march!d to meet the British foe. 

Ten days elaps'd, a letter came, 

Sign'd with her darling Edwin's name. 

•* Belov'd," he \vrote, " at dawn we speed 

* To Bladensburg — ^to live, or bleed, 

** To live as freemen, or to die—- *i 

*' The champions bold of Liberty. 

** Whate'er m j fair, may be my lot, 

*< By Edwin, thou art ne'er forgot. 

^^ Should death decree thee never mine, 

*' My last sad thought shall be entirely thine.*' . 

*< And shall I here in indolence reside, 
- ** Wliile from my Edwin's wounds may^sh the purple 
tide, 
** No, I will hasten to the fields of strife, 
'* Happy to share his toils, or save his life, 
•* E'en now in sight of heav'n I am my Edwins wife.** 
Thus virtuously resolv'd, the beauteous pilgrim sought 
The fatal field— where her lov'd Edwin fought. 
XiO ! anxious maiden, on yon plain. 
Thy much lov'd sire, thy brother slain! 
Thy lover true, ah, hapless fair ! 
In gory death, behold him there f 
Clos'd are those eyes which oft with rapture gaz'd, 
Silent the tongue which oft thy beauty prais'd, 
Cold are those lips which stole the hasty kiss, 
Vanish'd all hopes of happiness and bliss ! 
Whose guardian hand shall now protect thy yojifh? 
3Vhose lips inculcatie lo v« p/ heav'niy truth ? 
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Whose shall provide ihee cloathing, lodgement, food ? 
Thy hopes^ alas i are drown'd in clotting blood, 
Deadi tomb'd his arrow in thy father's breast. 
His aged head witii hoary honours drest. 
Mangled and bloody, stains his dark blue vest I 
Thy much lov'd brother, poor, adventrous boy ! 
His mother's hope, his sister's darling joy, 
Fell bravely fighting by his father's side, 
Lies scarce disHnguish'd in the purple tide ! 
Thy lover !— .yet he lives — ^hark ! hark ! his moan i 
Yes ! 'tis thy Edwin's, 'tis thy true-love's groan. 
See ! see ! he struggles with the murd'rer death. 
Haste e'er forever he resigns his breath. 

Scorning while hope r^main'd, to grief to yield, 
The trembling maid ru^h'd thro' the fatal field, 
O'er many a gallant warrior's corpse she sped. 
O'er wounded heaps who fof their country bled, 
** O God, support me, 'midst this scene of woe !" 
She cries, and down her cheeks the gushing sorrows 

flow. 
The shocking sight no longer could she bear, 
Her eyes averting— lo ! her brother dear ! 
She speechless stood, ^nd tore her loosen'd hair—* 
She would have fled--a groan arrests her ear — . 
TraAsfix'd, she stood— for Oh ! her Edwin lies— ^ 
What wild despair glares in the maiden's eyes 1 
Bleeding, the_ suff'rer lies-— 'midst heaps of slain, 
His limbs convuls'd in agony of pain ! 
" My love— my Edwin, live for me !'' she cries, . 
He hears her well-known voice and ope's his eyes, 
Ga2?d on the fair he lov'd; then groans and dies. 
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Dire, deep deBpain-^ melanchdly gaest ! 
And moody grief iaiplete» her tortur'd broMti 
She bath'd her lock» ib her dead Edwin's gore^^ 
Has reason fied— -the maid of Baltimore ? 
'^ro' that fell field with harried steps she ffies^ 
With bloodied lips— «nd hair, and haggard. 
^' Ho ! woman, stop,^' exclaim'd a roagh rude roice^ 
^ Well met, by heaven, a prisoner to my chmcet 
<* Here on this field, where I your lover slew, 
<' A s^t like Hampton— Bladensburg may view^ 
" By Cockburn's leave will I my crimes renew.** 
<^ Thou art not Edwin !^' .said the struggling maid^ 
^ He's dead,-— 'the roses on his cheeks will fiidey*-> 
** ril sigh for grief — 1*11 weep for ©v'ly woe^— 
** Back to his grave— to' Edwin will I go— 
^< On his cold grave, half-madden'd will I lie» 
<^ And laugh aloud—- and learn like him to die. 
*^ Then to the sun shining so bright on high, 
** His corpse, I'll gently carry to the sky J*' 

* Not e'en stark madness 'vails thee for relief, 
^ For I will sorrow add unto thy grief; 

^ Come, come without resistance, or I swear^ 

* I'll drag you madam madness by tiie hair ! 

* As your dead lover^you SftmlVaever see, 

' And view this naked sword— come, follow me, 

* With a good chain 1*11 bind your lilly h^nds, * 

* And you must now be under my commands. 

* And when our army takes your Baltimore, 

* ril turn you off, for one whom I love more.* 
Thus spoke the satrap in his ruffian arms, 

He grasp'd the madden'd itfaid^ her soul alarms, 
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She snatched his da^ier-^thro' his scarlet vest 
Plung'd the true blade, and pierc'd his guilty breast ! 
He staggers, curses^ films o'erspread his eyes, 
Conyttlsioas seize his frame, he groans, and dies. 
Swift from the place the trembling maiden flew, 
^lU horrot'-strack-4ier lover's corse she knew,-— 
O'er t^e cold^ oatnig'd clay, she fell and cried— 
^ O God ! my heart i^ broke"— «Dd shriek'd, and died. 
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A BALLAD. 



God prosper fair Columbia's arms. 

On land and on the sea $ 
And may her sons e*^ prize the charms 

Of dear-bought Liberty ! 

TVas on La Tranche's fertile banks, 

A gallant host appeared ^ 
But fourteen hundred form'd their ranks. 

No chance of war they fear'd* 

Their country's cause had called them fortk 

To battles' stormy field ; 
They deem'd the man of little worth 

Whose mind but thought to yield. 

These our Columbia's warrior bands 

The star-stud ensign bear ; 
And General Harrison con^nands, 

The men to yalor dear. 
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Six4iundred Britigh regulars 

All gorgeously arrayed ; 
Inur'd to dangers and to wars^ 

Their radiant arms display'd. 

Their line extended on a plain^ 

A miry swamp, between, , 
And town call'd the Mor»Lviai\|, ^ 

Near was distinctly ($een. 

Supported by the artill*ry, 

And in their centre stood 
Two heavy pieces, bright and hi^, 

Menacing death and blood. 

Along the margin of the swamp^ 

Twelve hundred Indians form'd ; 
'So timid wish their fury damp^ 

Sons of the battlers storm ! 

TfovusKB^ valiant Shawanceiese ! 

Bold as the tyger fierce ; 
To combat foe, or spoil to seize, 

Or victim's heart to pierce. 

# 

He ruthless, barbVous, bloody chief. 

Raises the loud yar songi^ 
He scom'd to think of widow's grief, 

Firm were his warriors strong. 

See ! Golumbi&'s order'd band . 

March on to the attack ; 
Each with his musket in his hand, 

And not a maa look'd bac]^. 
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Now General Proctor gireg the word 

The British lemons fire ; 
War drew the trigger^ bared the aword^ 

And wounded men ^x/ive. 

But hark! the chai^» the trumpet aoundt-^ 
A thousand horsemen fopi^ard nish'di, 

Our soldiers fear*d nor death nor wounds^ 
Full fifty foes 'they kill'd or 



Then instantly the warriors turn'd^ 
Formed quickly in their rear ; 

And to renew tl^ charge thej hum'd> . 
When orders they should hear. 

But panic seiz'd the Britons all» 
« Fix, fix your bayonets true V* 

In vain their valiant leaders caU«^ 
^ Return your foes their due !'* 

Mute terror mingled in their rankfly 

And to the jackets blue ; 
On fam'd La Tranch's blood-stained banka^ 

Four hundred seventy-two. 

Surrenderd— -to the soldiers brave^ 
The starry flag who tiHre ; . , 

And they were pleas'd their lives to save^ 
And British blood to spare. 

Among the prisoners were these three 

Bold British Colonels, they—* 
Evans, Warburtoa, Baubee^ 

The fate of war obey. 
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When Proctor saw Ic^t wa& the day. 

He fled 14a Tmache's plain; 
A carriage bore the chief awaj 

Who ne'er cetiira'd again* 

Under an escort of dragooos^ 

In number se^entj-eight ; 
Safe both from danger and from woundsip 

He fled war's dire debate* 

Fierce on the 1^ ibe battle ragfdj 

For with unusual skill, 
Tecumseh's warriors purs' eixgag'd^ 

And many wduud and }aiL 

The yaliant Colonel Johnson leads 
His brav)B battalion on ; 

Heads them to dare illustrious deeds- 
Laurels, by .which are won. 

Against TecumsQh's army's flank 

A vigorous charge he made ; 
Of death's cold cup how many drimk ! 

How many widow's made. 

Hie Indian chief iinmediate dealt 

A most tremendous fire $ 
The shock ^as flaost severely feltr— 

Americans expire ! 

Yet steadily our troops advance 

In columns firm and strong; 
Dangers valour's price enhance 

And animates the throng : 

F 
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To break the line of Indian foe»— 
At onset th' attempt prov'd vain ; 

The swamp and thicket interpose, 
Johnson resolv'd t' attempt again. 

So when of bullets manj rounds 
Deadly exchange ! were fir'd; 

And many died of gastly wounds 
Shortly our bands respir'd. 

*' Dismount !" the Colonel sternly ciied^ 
Qaickly both columns obey«-« 

With Indians, Indian modes he tried^ 
Beat them in their own way. 

Now brave Kentuckians, warmly<^-<:harge ! 

The brave Kentuckians flew ; 
With the loud muskets dire discharge^ 

With bayonets, swords, they slew. 

O dreadful isthe sound of War, 

When such as these engage ! 
Dreadful the scene, the murd'rous jar, 

When hostile armies rage ! 

Now thro* the broken Indian line 
Our Warriors urge their way 5 

And in their fear our armour shine, 
Bright as the beam of day. 

Their force collecting to the right 

To force our infanitry, 
The desperate Indians bend their might, 

Their geiiiu^ hj^y'd a sigl^. 
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For Gen'ral Desha, soldier brave ! 

Th' infantry commaads, 
Who to disgrace prefers the grave, . 

Bold as his sturdy bands. 

Yet hardly could they bear the shock 

Of this dreadful attack ; 
As spurns the wave, the ocean-rock 

The noble Shelby drove them back. 

Five gushing wounds painful and deep, 

The Colonel's vest distain'd ; 
Blood as from fountains five did weep. 

He to retire disdain'd. i 

His milk-white charger proud and hot. 

Whose nostrils foam'd with fire 5 
Twice was he pierc'd with bullet shot, 

Swift spum'd the slain in ire. 

Till where before hia master, stood*— 

And rage posse^s'd his soul 
Tecumseh, valiant man of blood I 

Who shall his pow'r controul ? 

Nor word spoke he, red lij^tnings glare 

Destruction from his eyes; 
His tomahawk blood-bedropt in air 

Raising— 4ie falls ! he dies ! 

For soon the wounded Colonel knew 

The mighty chieftain weH, 
With pistol ball Tecumseh slew-^ 

And then, exhausted, felK 
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. The wounded conq'ror was reinw'd^ 
One thousand Indians fight ; 
An* Major Thompson valor proved ^ 
Our men commands aright^ 

Teovmseh's voice no more th^y hear 

Dismay'd the Indians fled ; 
Exclaiming as tkey flew in fear 

*« The Prophet** chief i» dead !" 

And think'st th^ that brave HanisoD 

By cruelty m^ht blot 
The laurels his bold arms have won F 

Ah ! then, thou know'st him not» 

The wounded ofboth armies share 

Alike kis-pity own-;. ~ 

The foe suhdu'd^divides his care 

To both his kindness shewn. 

The Hero, ojt ta Tranche shall live 

In many a Minstrers doi^, 
And kisses. to> kU lips to give 

Shall many a maiden long. 

Oft ta La Thtnehe^^ liattlci^ field/ 
In future times shall traveler come j: 

To mute reflection's pow'r to yield. 
And gas&e on lowly warriors tomb. 

*« Here" shall he say : <• Our soldiers stood,, 
** Theire th^ Indians nutn'h)u»ho8t$ 

* Here the gallant Johnson's bloody 
^Thci» died the Shawancean hdAst. 
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And aye the sifver-sounding lyre. 

By La Tranche's conscious stream : 
The Muse shall wake to kernes of fire. 

Recall the blaze of totde's beam. 

Glory ta heroes bold belong, 

On hisrfry's page their names shiiie bright f 
For them shall sound triumphal song, 

Who fell in this victorious fight. 

' €rod prosper f^ Columbians arms. 

On land' and on the sea; 
And may her sons e'er prize the charms 
Of dear-bought Liberty* 



Ff 
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Thoa Passenger, ^c^Iiose curious feet 
Ha^ led thee ta this simple seat. 
Thrice welcome to- this still retreat^ 
Thi» Bower of Contemplatioa s^veet.. 

While beaming Phoebus flames on h^h^ 
Bright s&y'reign of llie star-stud sk j» 
And downward darts his fervid blaze^ 
Inflames the earth with ardent rajs t 

III. 

Here sheltered from th« garish eye 
Of scorching noon, recUning Ue». 
And careless of ambition^ sway» 
^Warble the fleeting hours awa j^ 

IV. 

Or with the Muses favor ripe,, 
Here softlj tune the Ascadian pipe^. 
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Wake Hie lute, or silver lyre^ 
And sing whatever the Nine inspire* 

V. 

Orpond'ring o'er some ancient sagev 
Renew the scenes of classic age* 
See heroes rise, long laid and low^ 
And hear the silent trumpets blow* 

VL 

Recall the sound of Homer's Toicey 
And lad victorious Grebcb rejoice ;: 
Ultsses plans» lo ! flames destroy 
The heav'n-built walls of guilty Troj. 

vir. 

Or melting with the Mantuan lyre,. 
Dissolve in tears away | 
See ! hostile Gods the Trojan's fate dispute, 
Toss'd on tempestuous sea9, condemn'd awhile tas^ay;. 

vm. 

Survey the beaufbu^ Funic queesy 

Supreme— alas ! inwoe> 
Boom'd by fateful pow'rs unseen^ 

Her tears forever flow.. 



v_ 



Sichseus by Pygmalion slaur. 
She,, hapless relict i crossed tiie stormy main^ 
Fromr blood-staiii^'d Tyre to A&ic*s wilds shecane, . 
And rear'd on foreign shores the Carthagienian name. 



» 
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JEneas from the Phrygian shore,. 
Still reeking with old Priam^ gore f 
Pursued bj fate, and Neptune's stern command^ 
Seeks shelter on tiie new foand strands 

XI. 

Love enters wfth th' illustrious guest;. 
And steals intoEliza'd breast,, 
Far from her arms the warrior flie9^ 
The selMeroted victim dies I 



Her fun'ral pile the love-lorn Dido fires,- 
And 'inidst th' ascending flame expires— 
Thy sceptre— sorrow, and thine- empire— gricfc. 
Unhappy queen ! death is thy sole relief. 

xin. 

But hark! tiie sportive verse;. 
Old Naso's reeds rehearse,. 
Recorded in immortal line. 
Things chang'd by pow'r durine*. 

xivl 

He tunes the lute, and now*'— • 
What heav'nly scenes before me^ow F 
«* Tha SunHi high palace bright withglittfHng gdH^ 
*« Ito^iiittleiberiaB gates by pow*j€ttl spell uUfold !?f 
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XV. 

Display the glories of the world of light 
Effulgent, da2.1ing the beholders sight, 
l^ow Phceton comes« whom soft Cljmenea bore 
To young Apollo, on the Samian shore. 
Th' all-seeing Sun beholds and lays aside his crown 

Of radiJELnce, glitt'iing with iirnnortaljuys. 
Nor does the Grod his blooming boy disown. 

But his paternal love' with fond emotions bkz^. 
** What needs my son ?'* the glorimts monarch cries f 
•* A boon from thee,'*— -his graeefiil son repHes, 
♦* O ! if indeed, biight Phcebus, nor disdi^ns 
** Ta own his son, O deign t^ assuagie hb fmkt, 
** This is the darling wish of all my heart, 
*^That my bright parent me some pledge import f 
*' So shall the honour of Ph«eton'& birth 
** Be known to all the carpiilg s^s of earth.*^ 
** Ask what thoiu wilt** returns the hoary sii^,. 
" And by the Styx— I grant my son's desire, 
<* Yes, by the Styx— 4hat sacred oath of Gods^ 
" Which awful Jove respects wha rales the vast 
abodes. 

Phjbtok. 

*^ Be this thy boon, through heav'ns etherial way 
^^ Ta guide thy chariot for a single day.'> . 

Phoebus. 

** What madness this I has seiz'd Ph«eton^s bVeast ?— • 
" O thoughtless boy f there's death— in thy request !' 
** Some otiier fkvour much lov'd child demand, 
^ Ask not thy murder from thy father'^ hand !. 



i 
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'' Of all the Gods, none dare but only Ij 

" To drive the rapid chariot through the sky." 

** Recall thy vords, my son, you may, 

" Ah ! cease t'importune, I cannot tell thee — nay// 

" By Styx I've sworn, O fatal oath to me, 

*' Ra^h made by thy request, and fatal too to thee ! 

Lo ! now Pheeton in the morn of youth, 

Not till too late persuaded of the truth ! 

HoldB in hi»i»trippling hands the golden rein. 

With which, scarce Phcebus can the steed restrain-. 

A flood of radiance round his forehead streams, 

A flood celestial of immortal beams, 

The fiary coursers upring, resounds the lash, 

And flames divine around the chariot flash. 

The circling wheels -through tracts unknown rebound. 

And paths unknown with tramping hoofs resound, 

Th' impetuous coursers drag the whirling car, 

And desolation marks the earth from far. 

The mountains flame^ the fertile plains on fire;i 

And the scorch'd earth just ready to expire ! 

Till urg'd by mother earth's deep groans, 

And all her children's dying moans. 

Jove darts the bolted thunder, lo ! 

Pheeton feels the death-fraught blow, 

See \ see ! he falls, a sullied smoaking corse. 

And hell's deep-cavern'd vaults reverberate loud an4 

hoarse: 
Asf plung'd into black Styx polluted tide. 
Its hellish genius' yell'd in dreadful pride. 
But hark! the shrieks of wild despair, 
See ! see ! she tears her horrent hair,. 
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Madden'd by griefs envenom'd sting, 

Around her ravish'd tresses (iing. 

The pining pow'r distressful guest ! ' 

Impletes the Pheetontes breast, 

The^ wash th' outraged corse with pious tears, 

And call'd their brother, who nor sees, nor hears ! 

The king of Gods from heav'ns empyrean ari(, 

The moving scenie contemplates, dark 

Sorrow clouds his awful brow. 

And tears (if tears from heav'niy eyes can flow) 

Fast trickling down his venerable face. 

Gives to the mourning pow'r an inexpressive grace« 

Mercy and pity urge their concert pleas. 

He chang'd the sisters into senseless trees ! 

Departs with human form remembrance of their woe 

Their hearts no longer bleed, their tears no longer 

flow. 
Or, stranger, haply here thy noon engage. 
O'er the sage Lesbian's faithful page. 
Where life's checquer'd web is wide display'd, 
Where virtue's laurels bloom, and vice's colors fade.« 
Hail Plutrarch ! partial only to the great, 
Th* intrinsic great, the jewels of a state, 
Thy pnuses ever just, thy censures wise, 
Thine is the faithful Biographer's prize. 

Friend to virtue, friend to youth, ^ * 

Thy works eternal are as truth f 

Thy pages, flames divine inspire. 
And fill the gen'rous breast with patriot fire. 

But why the names of lore rehearse ? 

X.IiiTidious is tlie pedant ver8« !} 
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Not volumes could suffice to note 

The beauties which the sages wrote. 

To paint the energy divine 

Of eacli sweet enchanting line. 

Glowing) forceful, soft, or fine. 

Th' historians ample page illume, 

Oft''riDg delighted minds' perfume. 

But should a modern fancy choose, 

Britannia's worthies to peruse 5 

As rich a banquet may employ thy time 

Miltonian pages, heav'nly and sublime. 

Hark ! 'tis heav'n's harmonious quires, 

Angels strike their golden lyres, 

And enraptured seraphs raise, 

Symphonious. notes of tributary prai3e. 

And prostrate the Omnipotent adore. 

Why starts my soul ? Why this tremendous roar ? 

Rebellious Satan and the heirs of hell 

Invade tlie porch of heav'n'S immortal door. 

See ! the bright armies. of the living God 

Confound the invades, whelmn'd in blazing flood, 

To bottomless abyss— ^the deemon's plan, 

Man's disobedience, and the fall of man. 

Now softly sounds the poet*s voice, 

R^oice, ye sons of men, rejoice ! 

Immani/el's born, the Prince of Peace, 

Bids your warring passions cease, 

Let Faith, and Hope, and Charity abound, 

Hush'd be war's discordant sound, 

Th* heav'nly fount of bliss behold, 

And flowing streams.pf life more precious far tiiau 
gold. 
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On Calvary's cross in agony he dies, 
Implores forgiveness with his dying eyes» 
For sinful than propitiates the skies. 
Purchas'd atonement by his guiltless blood 
And offers to the human soul ambrosial food. 
Here may'st thou pouring o'er the lay 
Of Chauser, Collins, Young or Gay : 
To Dryden list in, English tongue 
Sing all Ausonian Virgil sung* 
Or give a varied fancy scope^ 
"Wide in the writings of a Pope. 
With Tickell weep lamenting in a breath, 
^ That Cra^s succeeds^ to Addispn in deatli." 
With Akenside imagination's bibs disclose^ 
Or roam Collosian Johnson's wealthy prose, 
Delighted gaze while Thompson paints the year* 
Or charming White's infantine, music hear : 
As in the groves of Clifton, he 
Awoke the lyre of melody ; 
With Bums delight in highland plaid, 
To sing the charms of highland maid ; 
Or weep for grief while Allan Ramsay^ 
Sings of death and auld Robin Gray. 
Or scan the Laureate's Orlean maid, 
With Cambria's prince another world invade, 
And thro' th' Atlantic to Madoca wade. 
O'er tales replete with horror dwell. 
And while your anguish'd feelings swell, 
Confess the poet's art, the mighty spell, 

The magic powr of singing well. 
Or lest ideal woe thy real bliss accloy, 
Liatthc sweet carrol of the Farmer's Boy, 

O 
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As his meledious soul he softly breathes, 
Under some hawthorn tree adorn'd with floreal wreathei 

And softly gliding to his woodland notes. 
O'er Wye's pellucid stream the murm'ring echo floats. 

But hark ! the harp of minstrelsy, 

Strains of invaluable worth, 

Oh Scott ! thou Scotia's tuneful son. 

Well thou rich merit's meed hath won* 

Thine are the poet's greenest Mys* 

Thine is the palm of judgment's praise ; 

The buried chiefis of yore survive, 

In thy immortal strains they live ! 

Now let US' breathe Columbia's air. 
Land of love and ladies fair, 
The lov*d abode of Liberty, 
The noUe guardian of the sea. 

Ah ! shall I sing a«(ingle song, 
And not remember Washington ? 
Blest name ! what recollections proud 
Attendant on ray mem'ry croud*— 
His is a gorgeous wreath, indeed ! 
■ His is the warrior's sweetest meed. 
Oh ! hast thou not some nobler lay 
To speak his worth, yie Muses ! say. 
His in whose soul united blen(l 
The Hero, Father, and the Friend. 
In Senates great, or battle field, 
Hi^ voice, or sword, with powV to wield ! 
Franrlij?— thy illustrious name 
T' immortality lays claim^ 
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Thine was an hedy'u-illumin'd mind, 
Thou benefactor of mankind ! 
Obedient to thy wise desire, 
Descends from high celestial fire. 
If mortal accents risach thy ear, 
If Philadelphia is slill dear, 
O deign her son's request to hear ! . 
With heav'nly flames my breast inspire, 
To sweep with master^iand the lyre. 
Pride of New -York, see I Morris stand 
The passions flame at his command. 
Or while he pours the flowing tide, 
Of eloquence^ the flames subside^ 
And reason as Apollo bright, 
Dispels the dusky glooms of nighty 
And truth appears enrob'd in white. 
Oh FuLTON-^if thy mi^iy soul 
Which could a nation's pride controul. 
Now having left its house of clay. 
To contemplate the walks of day, 
Could thy immortal soul return 
From realms where purer radiance bum. 
Methinks thy spirit would exclaim : 
<* What is to me terrestriid fame ? 
^ Life is the hour of vanity, 
<^ The marbled tomb is nought to me, 
*• My soul is in Eternity l 
Thou green recluse, O sylvan shades ! 
Ye verdant hills, and yellow glades, 
Content from tow'ring domes^ hath fled. 
And here conceals her modest head. 
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From levees, courts^ and crouded balls. 
From golden roofs, and regal halls, 
Eiird the meeklj goddess flies, 
And in jour greenwood covert lies* 

nymph benign ! O dwell with me ! 

1 sought thee o'er the stormj sea, 
And hard indeed will be mj lot. 
If in these shades I find thee not. 

O hear my pray'r ! propitious pow»r, 

deign to dwell wfdiin my bow'r, 
A friend belov'd, a welcome guest. 
Come lean upon thy lover's In-east, 
And hush my plaining voice to rest ; 
Inspire my tongue with pseaos of joy. 
To sing of hope, and Chloris coy. 
And antedate the blissful day. 
When love shall all my griefs repay $ 
When of the charming maid possest, 

1 fondly press her to my breast, 
Thrice happy were the minstrel's lot^ 
With her to own the simple cot ! 
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I. 

liat is this unextiBguishable fire ? 

is softy this strange, this new desire ? 

[ly heaves my trembling heart die frequent sight ^ 

[ly tears of gall, in secret, swell my eyes P 

rough my scoreh'd vein»-«why now impetuous thrill^ 

e fev'rish bIood*-4iow frozen with icy chills ? 

ly do I love this heart-corroding flame>— • 

d love to whisper fair Eliaut's name ? 

o' Phcebus' self and all the sacred Nine 

pire each thought, and modulate each line, 

speak thy worth, how vainly would aspire 

» then» O matchless maid ! my silver lyre> 

1 partial artist's ndmic dyes, 

nt th' expression of those radiant eyes P 

potent tiie Muse, imcapaUe is art 

paint those glances which can pierce the heart ; 

teach like thine, his vermiel lips to glow, 

jb ihine^ his portrait's roseate cheeks to blow. 
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Fair Miaemosyne's darling child, 

What are these strange emotions wild ? - 

Whence is my soul's consuming grief ? 

Is there no cure ? Oh ? Is there no relief? 

Mj tears indulged, at night, increasing flow, 

I find a melancholy bliss in woe ! 

Thine image follows wheresoe'er I rove 

say, my boding heart ! can this be love ? 
Love ! dire disturber of the human breast. 
Return my peace, restore my wonted rest. 
Pluck from my tortur'd ix^ast thy rankling dart» 
Res[>ect a youthful minstrePs guarded heart $ 

1 love to dwell on this elegiac theme, 
Or in my arms ta clasp her in a dream ; 

To number o'er and o'er each nameless grace^ 

To gaze enchanted &a her beauteous face ; 

But when Apollo's glaring envious light, 

Chases the bright illtisions of the night* 

I wake to weep, I love so well 

Th' accomplish'd and enchanting belle. 

How oft, to pass the tedious hours away. 

Have I with mimic love deceiv'd the day, 

Heav'd the feign'd sigh, and acted lover's party 

And with fallacious words assaulted maiden's heart? 

But now, revengeful love has planted deep 

This poignant shaft, alas! *tts mine to weep. 

Ah ! am I doom'd like Petrardh's muse to pine ? 

Like noble Surry for his G^raldine P ' 

Like Abelard for Eloise the fair? » 

Like Werter for his 6harlott6, hapten pair ? 

For tho' my heart with nnghty gri^f sh(mld breaks 

Yet dare 1 not oi love to toVd £&ca «p6aL 
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Lo ! It)b*d in clouds of fire; with ejes of flame^ 

With sword of ja^ed lightnings vivid glare. 

Black as the raven's wing his biood-stain'd streaming 
hair. 

His form imperfect, and unknown his name, 
An haughty genius bends his looks on me. 
In voice like whirlwinds sound spoke he : 
'^ What ! l^hall a martial soul which loves the jar, 
•* When rival thunders wake the ire of war, 
'^ To fij the haunts where drones inglorious sleep, 
^* Where maidens roi^ their trembling mothers weep^ 
'* To seek the scene where troubled armies rusli 
^ Midst awful clouds, thro' fields where slaughter's 

blush 
^^ Reddens the bleeding plain of death and pain, 
'< Bright glory's radiant laurel-wreath to gain ; y 
" Whose daring soul for heav'n extends her wings, 
'* Despises death, disdains the sway of kings, 
'^ What ! shall a martial soul forget awhile 
*^ Its pride, a slave to female frown, or smile ? 
** Strive not with arts to gain the maiden coy> 
" For what is beauty bui a glitt*ring toy ? 
^* Tempt not the dangers of the t»idal joy, 
*' "Twas Helen's eyes inflam'd the heav'n built Troy.'* 
The vision vanish'd lik« the dream of night. 
Conviction flash'd a transient gleam of light 
Into my troubled soul« and filPd with fire, 
I seiz'd the golden Alleganian lyre, 
To sing of war, of gIory» and of toil. 
Of Moscow flames, of trophies, and of spoil. 
Sudden Eliza 'fore me seems to stand, 
(Th' epic lyre dropt from my trembling hand !) 



so 
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With silver tears o'erflows her beauteous ejes^ 

Heav'd from her heart I heard the frequent sighs^ 

Sable the simple yestment which she wore. 

A golden anchor in her hand she bore. 

Its legend <^ hope*' I knelt, a cloud withdrew 

The much-Iov'd beauty from my ardent view. 

Illusion all ! imaginatiofi's dream. 

Gone as the transient furrow of the stream ; 

Come moody melancholy, mournful guest, 

With waves of woe o'erwhelm my troubled breast. 

Ah fatal love ! if love is shroud with care. 

Ah fatal grief ! iC there be none to share. 
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Or dost thou hear the clank of pris'ner*8 chain; 
As on his bed of straw, slowly he turns 
And round his dungeon casts an haggard eye. 
And lighted by thy glimrn'ring ray descries— 
The same dark, dreary, massiye walls. 
Constant, from day to day, from year to year. 
His only prospect.— Cheerless project, this 
Tor one accustom'd to the laughing scenes 
Of oiur Fredonian field, where yellow sheaves 
Th' acclivious top of teeming uplands crown, 
Where golden robes invest ihe mountain's brow; 
And circling clouds of silver radiance clasp 
Their frontlets proud, and press celestial kisses. 
With moisture pregnant, and nectarian dews, 
On their soft yielding breast, which seem to heave 
As not inconscious of their loveliness. 
And billowy waves of airukist grain 
One wide rich sea of glittering gold present. 
Diunb with amaze the foreigner surveys 
The gorgeous treasures of the dazzling land, 
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Relinquishes the blood-stain'd shores of other realms. 

Aspires to boast a freeman's glorious name ! 

To thee, O Liberty ! benignant queen» 

Owe we the blessings of prolific soil. 

Thy steps attendant smiles and graces tread. 

And laughing joy, and courage with bold eye, 

And as thy snowy mantle flowing soft. 

With gentle zephyr sports, contentment mild 

The waving garment plucks, his tender eyes 

Replete with filial love, fix'd o'er thy charms, 

Like Orion stars diffiising humid beams. 

See palm-crown'd plenty, prostrate at thy feet. 

Showers her ample store from inexhausted horn ; 

While patriotism exulting views 

The copious heap increasing all around. 

Once, Liberty, wert thou, that pris'ner's friend, 

'Twas when the youth hung on Columbia's breast. 

But ah ! childhood and youth are fled, and he forlorn 

Recalls the days of years elaps'd with pain. 

Scene changes to an English village. 

Lo * where ensilver'd by thy beam, the village church 
Uprears its tap'ring spire, seeming to pierce 
The lofty azure void, while all around 
The scatter'd dwellings of the rustic swains. 
Their modest faces show of fleecy hue ; 
Here white>wash'd palings fence the garden roun4, 
There fructuous orchards bare their mellow store^ 
Which lowly bending court the farmer's hand. 
Who as he passes, eyes the rosy load 
. And says within himself : — ^^ Some market-day, 
" Myself and Misses, Dan, Bet, Bill and Tom, 
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" Will up before the lark, and gather all , 

<< The jackass being pannier'd, Bet shalLdrive 

*^ The patient beast to the near town, 

*' And now unto the market«place arriy'd, 

^< The girl methinks I see, her right hand 

<< Holds poor Neddy's bridle, on her left arm 

^^ The wicket basket hangs from slender handle, 

** As with clear melodious voice she sings: 

** Come, buy my fine new fruit ! Fresh gather'd fruit ! 

^ Good eggs ! nice ^gs ! fine new laid eggs !" 

Then round her throng the lovers of good things, 

First and foremost comes the fruit'rer, 

The nice discerning fruit'rer, and he buys 

His quantum ; then hastens he to spread abroad 

His luscious choice, to woo the traveler's eye, 

Who seldom passes, but he stops to gaze. 

First looks at this, and longs to call it his, 

And then at that he casts a sheep's eye glance ; 

Then passes on some twice four steps, or more, 

And then returns, and looks them o*er again. 

Then feels his pockets, looks and feels again^ 

Pulls out his silver, and then looks at that, 

Half thinks he will not buy 5 yet thinks he will— 

Another look determines ; vanquished, he owns 

The potent pow'r of sweets, and tribute pays 

To the gay orchard's fascinating pride ! - 

Some folks for pies, and some for puddings buy, 
Some extract the pungent liquid juice. 
And some, to eat in nature^s simple state, 
Thus the fruit'rer finds his profits 'vantage. 
And vows next market-day, to purchase all 
The blue-ey'd maid for sale shidl bring. 
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Then comes a croud of little boys and girls^ 
With eager sparkling eyes, and open'd mouths* 
Holding their ha'pence in ^eir forward hands. 
Each, all together, bawling : ^ serve me first ! 
" Here ! apples here ! one— three — fou^-4br me ! 
*< Let them be fine, and rosy eheek'd, like you ! 
^ The best, the finest, largest— you have got." 

'* From the white castle high, on yonder hill, 

*' l%en comes your prudish Mistress what d'ye-call«— 

<< Housekeeper she, unto my Lord and Lady ; 

^ A bateing thrifty dame, and scans the eggs, 

*< First asks, then smells, then scarce believes them neW| 

'' Then draws she off her gloves, and tween her thumb 

*' And fore finger, raises the half-transparent egg, 

** 'Till 'twixt bright Sol, and an half -open'd eye— 

" Th* eclipsing orb, a mid -day twilight makes. 

^< Then would she know the price, and as she^s customed, 

^^ Exclaims 'gainst its enormity, and tells. 

^' How at the shop near by, good eggs are sold 

^^ At half the price ; but Bet, who knows her part, 

** Tells also of the price of oat-meal, 

^* Of all the care and trouble, which the hens 

^ Require ;— talks of large rent to landlord 5 

<< Taxes to the king; and all the many children 

•• Her mammy and myself, have to support, 

** Till madam as her custom is, relents 

^ By little and by little ; bargains for all, 

** Then walks away majestical,^ll'd with conceit 

^ T' ordain her pies and puddings for my Lord ! 

^ Sauces and trifles, whips and custards, then 

^ Tickle my lady's palate ; delisting 
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€food Mister John's capacious throat* 
A wondrous butler he ! whose toes genteel 
Led captive long ago, the yielding heart^ 
Of Mistress What d'je-call, behold ! with her he eatsj; 
Demolishing whole puddings, custards, tarts. 
And says : <^ His not because he loves such trash, 
O no ! but just because she made them. 
On that he loves, and thinks them good !" 
' Luckless pies !' the Farmer says, and shakes his head^ 
And smiles ; * some eat, and others, fight for love !' 
Thus with himself communes the thoughtful man, 
As to the well-known plough, the musing Kind 
Leads ancient Dobbin. Meantime, Dan and BilL 
His ruddy sons, jogg on together, side by side^ 
Talk of the pleasures of the last wake dfiy, 
Their conversation changeful as the wind, 
To all points of the compass, veers and turns* 
And ere one well might tell twice fiffy-— 
Elephants immense, uprear their flexile trunks, 
Perform strange feats, obey the keeper's voice» 
Much wond'ring cause, Diat one so very large. 
Should be so tractible to one so small. 
Then Bill talks learnedly of puppet-shows 
Of scenes in France which they each there did view 
Of pictured Nilus' stream all red with bloody 
And last of dl— of Nelson's funeral. 
Then Dan recounts the follies of the fool. 
While Bill, rememb'ring well the self-«ame jokesb 
Tells of what either know, and both amuse* 
Declares the ribbon that sly Polly wears, 
A pledge of consfaat love from him i^ hef * 

H 



80 MOONUGHT WALK. 

Just when the Farmer l&u^'t at Mister John<^ 

Just when Bill whisperM of his gewgaw pledg^^ 

The destin'd field they reach'd : Dan's sturdy Uml^ft 

The stubborn glebe remove» while prepared 

With thom-defending^loves, and pruning iuiife^ 

Whistling.Bill adroitly trims t^e hedge, 

Meanwhile the can&ful Farmer guides the {dqui^i 

Still views the ideal scene pictured in Fancy's eye^v 

Nor faints imagination 'nei^th the burning Sun, 

But, thus soliloquizing* he renews the rura) themi^^ip" 

So much for fruit and eggs, and in their, stead 

Bright silver shillings ^stamp with ^eoi^'s head^ 

Jingle together, in the leathe^q pursQ 1 

Then, shall Bessy, bring fpir. 1^^ Sf^grm'^^K 

A pair of spec'cles, to all appearanp^e 

Made to look like shining silver ; 

In neat shaggreen, or els^ r^d 'rqc.qo..case. 

For Dan a pair of ahoes br^4 i^Vf foir fiiU 

A nice new hat, &ixd for, Ut^l^ l^Qinn^ 

A two-penpy whistle ! a^^^l^llgp.myself 

Some day or oth^r, and b^y th^ good .girl. 

A gown for her own^self^ a cap for Mioses, 

And some socks, feir me. 

Then humm'd he loud ^ pleasant tune, 

Smack't his lopag wMp and.uig'dMs, idle st^ed, 

Ah ! little knows he, poor* good natur'd man ! 
Of the incursions of destnictive swarms, 
Still undisturbed j remains his peaceful breast 
How blind is vmsl to future sbrh) ws ! ' 
But thinks he of to-moirow, and he dreams 
Of joys forth-coming on that happy day, 



1 
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V 

tma^natibny bids the active soul 

Dilate in scenes of bliss, and from the hmw 

Chases each low'ring, sable cloud of woe, 

Bids th' enraptut^d soul immediately forestall^ 

The happiness of all the days to come. 

None delight in fiouicied ills $ save» lucldeiift 

He disastrous^ livhom conspiring powerk of fdrtuney 

Loye pf Song, and minc^oo keenly efxqiusite ' 

Dissolve with dread of dark fotiiiitj^, 

Teeming with welming woits, too hard for man to bear P 

Ah ! bitter is the deadly nightshade, bitter indeed 

To him, whose taste is finely exquisite. 

And doubly bitter is the balefuj cup foaming with giief 

To him, who f«ele 1}ie pang, which when too rudely 

tottch'd, 
Causes the worta to flihcL Alad! how'ofteh is the dirk 
Plui^'d in the heatt of sensibility. 
Chatterton, thy name is shroud with cypress ! 
O ! tis another tertn for aingif ish inelpresslble ! 
The bays which Phcsbus in Lividia planted 
And fondly called by big fafrilte^s liame 
Have pin'd, anddroop'd, and died a#ay. 
Plutas, thy fitth^s foe» bebeid Ms ddld, 
And frowW, and turn'd away \ lut^d by the tiliwdry 

fitter 
M* the bard, the Naids of the streams pursued 
His steps uncertain thro' the winding vales, 
Apollo saw, and press'd his offspring, closer 
To his flaming breast ; alas! too fervent 
Was the sire's embrace, th' unhappy plant 
Perish'd beneath the more than torrid blaze, 
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Fell poyertj the mandate sign'd^ stern death 
Atchiev'd with murd'rous hand his purple end- 
While Wealth and Walpole gaz'd and smird. 
O ! thou poor martyr of an iron scourge, 
O^ White ! for thee this briny tear steals down 
My buminf^ cheeks^ 

Accept these cordial drops, and these sad sighs 
Which from my inmost soul ascends to thee ; 
Methinks I see tiiee ! angel as thou art ! 
Thy face irradiate with celestial light. 
Thy soul enraptured, 'dom'd with unsullied yesture^ 
Standing before the effiilgent throne of deity. 
Thy bright eye beams with pure sera|rfiic glow. 
Thy flusht cheek blooma with immortal roses, 
Cuird in paradise. Hark ! I hear 
Thy Lyre, I hearentrac'd with extacyi - 
But ah ! no words can tell the heay'nly eujrfioity», 
^idst saints and angels in the bright empyreal^ 
Stands the happy youth, hymning in seats of joj 
His great Creator's praise. 
Tho' not to me is given to enjoy 
Thy friendship in this earthly sphere, - 
When God shall call me from this world df woe^ 
O ! may my soul transported meet, and embEace 
Thy spirit, in yon bri^t realms of bliss ! 



TSAirSItlTIOir OF A QREEK EPITATM 

nrscBiBWD 6if thb toiib of 

THE PJIIL0S0P8ER PLATO, 

IM ONE OF THE MKOITKARANSAN ZSIXS<^ 



Saj sovereign: of the plomj regions^ say: 
Whose tomb is this o^er which you wing your way ? 
Or dost thou soar sublime to view the Gods ? 
T* explore the starry realms their bright abodes ? 

Beneath this tomb is mortal Plato laid. 
At Athens he the debt to nature paid. 
Behold in me the immortal Plato flies,, 
'Bove high (Mympa» to the lofty skies. 

[Plato taugiit the doctrine of the Metempsydiosi» or the tranoi^ 
nigration of souls from one body to another, kmnediately ensu- 
Bie on the natural decease of eaeh body. The opinion of his dis* 
ciples that on hie^ soul's departing the form of a man, it had en- 
tered the body of an Eagle is the subject of the preceding in-* 
Bcription.}' 
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TIRGIL iENEID. lib. 1. 1. 091. 698. 

At Venuft Ascania placidam per membra qmetem 
Irrigat : et fotum gremio Dea tolGt in altoa 
Idali» lucos, ubi mol]i» amaracus ilhun 
Floribus et dulci aspirans cmnplectitar umbra* 
Jmaque ibat dicto parens, et dona Gnpido 
Regia pi»rtabat Tyriis, diice Uetus Achate. 
Cum venit^ auleis jam se Regina superbi^ 
Airea c«mpo8uit spenda mediamque locant. 






TRANSLATION. 

Bot Vetiua o*ep the Uooming hoy diffUsnl 

A placid rest, and sleep his brow suffus'^^ ' 

8<^tlj reclining on her downj breast 

She gently bore him, sunk in bairn j rest 

To the high shades of th' Idalian groves 

Where zephjr, breathes, and balmy fragrance rove%. 

There sleeping, be mhales Idadian sweets f 

And heav'niy joys ! and od'roas bliss repletesfj 

Meanwhile, obedient to^his Sire's nod. 

The young Ascanii» walks^ (a blooming God !) 

He seek» the Tyrian court, Achates leads : 

Apid now arriv'd^ the Tyrian^ court he treads^ 

Beneath a canopy superb, was seen 

On-golden couch recHn'd-— the Punic queen; 

Placed? m the midst, and tiiron'd in re^ state t 

Great as ia rank— -ia beau<j also great. 



^ 
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Conticuere omnes, tntentiqve ora tenetiaiii* 
Inde toro pater iBneas uc oraua ab alto : 
Infandum, Regina jnbes renovare delorem i 
Trojanus et ope8 et lamentabile regnnm 
Eruerint Danai, qneeque ipse iniserrima vidi^ 
Et qnorum pars magna fui. Quis talio fanda 
Mjrmidonum^ Dolopumve, aut duri miles UljBseir 
Temperet a lacrjmis P et jam nox humida c(bI» 
Precipitat, suadentqae cadentia sidera sMiBdii* 
Sed si tantas amor casus cognoscere DiastfOSr 
Et brevitur Trojse supi»mum audire laborem t 
Quanquam animum meminisse horret, hiictifqae refi^ 
Incipiam. Fracti bello, fis^isque repuki 
Ihictores Danaum* 



TRANSLATION. 

Now all are hush'd'^Hiow each his voice restraiim. 
And silence thro' the regal palace reigns. 
When from his loftj couch JBneas rose 
And said : queen ! you wish me to disckiee 
The fate of lilion and the Trojan woes. 
Alas ! remembrance all my griefs renew. 
And calls my cruel sorrows back to view. 
Yet, at your wi^ the hist'ry I'll relate 
Of that sad state» subdu'd by Grecian hate. 
Relate her griefs ! her agonizing throes I 
Repeat her sorrows and record her woes ! 
What Myrmidon, his grief shall now restrain ? 
Or cruel Dolopium, his tears refrain ? 
Or what bold scAdier of Ulysses fell ! 
Shall without weeping hear the tale I telt P 
But see ! the lucid regent of the night 
Will so<m withdraw her silvery beaming light* 
Hie stars descending court dun Somnus* sway I 
And soon bright Phcebus will relume the day ! 
Tho' grief and sorrow, swell my heaving tM*east; 
Tho' heavy cares, press on my lab'ring chest: 
And tho' the mind abhorrent back recoils. 
And seeks oblivion's covert from her toils f 
Yet» if so great is your desire to hear 
The Phrygian woes, those woes will I declare : 
Revolving years the jarring strife protract 
CiNitintted war the Grecian chiefs distract* 



VERSES WRITTEN ON A SUMMER'S EVE 

IK A GAUDElr. 

Tranri^ted from fte Oerman of if&n Baithi. 

Calnuiero hovers 

CVer the trees^ 
No leaf is rustled 

B J the breeze. 

The i^ttmy people > 

OfthegrdTe, 
Now silent sleeping 

Drenmoflove- 

Calm-^ow how tranquil^— 

Pauses-how deejH— 
A moment stay 

And jott must sleep 

During the two last centuries, Germany was prolific in the pro» 
duction of genius. With considerable satisfactioi) 1 hare perused 
the works of Solomon Gesner, of Klopstock, and of Augustus 
Von Kotzebue- poets of acknowledged eminence^ but there is a 
simple elegance, a delicacy in the sketches of Von Goethe which 
deserve peculiar admiration. 
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A SPANISH SONG. 

Ardo J lloro sin sosslego: 
LloniBdo y ardiendo tanto, 
Qae ni el ilanto apaga el fuego^ 
Ni el fuego consumo el Uanto. 

V 



FROM LB mABl^ BDITBUX. 
ov Alain Rxvb X»% Saqb. 

TRANSLATION, 

In torrents from my dewy ey^s 

Th' impetuous billows rojil, 
Fierce fires consume my Inirning breaat| . 

And flames corrpde iny soul : 
But ah ! no tears can quench the fires, . 

vNo fires consiuae th« tears which lave in^pir^A* 



WILLIE GREY THE BLEST. 



19 THE LAIiLAJV'S ftCOTTISB DIAKSGT. 
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It was upon a leesome daj^ 
I lanelj ganging blithe and gaj. 

Side Lugar's siller streams ; 
Wha' bit the laverock soars on high 
Wi* flickering wings up to the sky 
An sii^ng croosel j this same sang. 
As I trad the wimpling way alang 

Inspired by Phcebus beams. 

Vlaw Lugar, fiel curmurring stream, 

Respanrive to my ditty O, 
Flaw ye, in measur'd numbers, flaw 

Adoon to yander city O, 
"Whiles I,fu' cairless and fu* gay, 
Sing saft the leughing hours away. 
Ye dousiest stream in aye Scotland, 
Sweet Lugar J wi' my music bland.* 

Scarse had I ended, when I spy 
A naiden wi' a coal black eye, 
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And she was kneeled on ene knee 

And pressed tiie adders of the kee. 

She saw me near* the ro»es fiU'd her cheeks 

She opes her wiQ«imie lips And thus she speaks ; 

" Guid momin' bard o' Lugar's waves, 

" Which haw in safter mursa'ring laves. 

** Wha' can resist the breef o* note^ 

« Breath'd frae dttlcet Poefs threat ?" 

She spake an dartin frae above 

Descends the bloomy Grod o* Love. 

An' 'tent on mislear still. 

Wee, cruel, slee, »weet curlie headed cailaa 

He sent to my fiel yielding breast an arrow frae fail ban* 

An a- my hearfg wi' his «weet pouMm's fitt. 
Wha' hap, wha' joy, wfaa-^ae, wha' bSss ! 
Was ever bardie served like this ? 
The sweet sensation thrills tfm/ all my vdns, 
I would have fled, but Love detains; 
Sae prochin' to the bonny maid 
I jouk fiiMaw, and sae I said : 

"Oferley! wha^oe'er ye be 

Or martal, or dUvii^y, 

Weel pleas'd I hear y*^ phraisin saye 

An tho' ye wi' my oramba play, 

Thy phraise e'en Scott mi^t proudly b^ear, 

Wha' wakes the northern harp to steal the car | 

Thou bonniest gem in a' Scotland^ 

Thou eerie nymph o' Lugar's strand. 

Dons tbere ateen thoe hills o'snaw, 

Thoe breasts sae sonsie, and sae brawny 

Pity which ay can wail anither's wae P 

I 
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Then laet that pity, piiy me 
An' gi' me a'^ she aj can gee. 

" An* wha' can I a lowly maid. 
Gee theCf youth foffaim she said P 
Whatever 1 can altho* it were 
My bonnie beads or lambkin dear, 
A'tho' wi them 'tis hard to part— • 
I'se fiieely gee wi' a' my heart." 

^ Far mair than thae, fair maid, far mair 

Remains to make thy neebor blest 
A richer prize to kill his cair, 

The jewel dwells within your breast. 
Nae a' the beads of Britain's queen, 
Nae a' the lambkins in Scotland, 
, Nae a' the gear o' sphere terrene, 
Tho' counted in my veree hand, 
Could hush I^ove's tumult in my breast. 
But thou alane can'st make me blest. 
I've been to Glasgow and Dundee, 

I've seen the fair-ones there. 
But ne'er till I saw loVely thee 

Saw I — ^the fairest of &c fair. 

The maiden blush'd, her heiihen'd charms 
I caught wi'in my loo' sick arms. 
Warm kisses on her red lips prest, 
And naw — am Willie Grey the blest f 
Frae twa-three weeks had scarce elaps'd 
Than I the bonnie bairn enclasp'd, 
Possess'd her all, frae she was mine 
By laws an' human, an* divine. 
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*Tis virtuous love which charms my days 
Adds rapture to poetic ba^s ; 
Which sweetens a' my howres o' rest 
And jnakes me Willie Grey the blest' 
Saft on my gentle pipe I play. 
My royal moments glide away, 
On wings o' euphony they glide 
And Jeanie ne'er is heard to chide. 
Yet oft she'll come and crown my head 
Wi' lovely flow'rs which odours shed, 
Flow'l-s nae sae douce, sae fair as she^ 
Bestow'd by her are dear to me ! 
My heart beats high, and thrills wi' bli^s 
When Jeanie gie's the hmiied kiss. 
And tells me wi* a look divine,. 
A' tho' nae golden harp is~mitie 
And tho' I play nae loud, nae fine. 
Yet she admires my lowly sang, 
Frae this bestows the flow'ry crown 
And oft her arms are round me throvm. 
The smile» the kiss, the tears which start, 
Yield rapture to her lover's heart. 
Nae cair o' gear my howres molest. 
By thoughts ambitious ne'er opprest, 
By mental fevers ne'er distrest, 
Frae tho' my Jean's in russet drest 
Yet stUl I'm Willie Grey the blest. 






LAUS JACKSONIS. 



AN que:* 



Te Tir^ AujBorAinAir nilie 
Daughters of eophoitj divine ! 
With saci^9 pa^1«»1iellre, 
Th' enthusiafttc bard ixmfat. ' 

Beneath an oak, of ancient age> 
On which, th' ei!nbatt!ed tempest's rage 
Had frequent war^d and tome away 
The giant honours of its prouder day. 
Tet still its ample branches o'er me frown*dy 
As on a rock, and laurel-crown'd 
I sate, above and all around 
Expectant of the harp's resound, . 

* This piece was composed on the first of May, under an oak- 
tree, on the right bank of the Patapseo^ about six miles from 
Baltimore. 
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Suspenttve mph jre Ugt'tiing hui^ 
^ While mase-inii^d tbe Minstrel sung :• 

HI. 

r 

The song of praiiiey for JikoicBOKl^ name^ 
Rolls a'er the harp to-motes of fliyne ; 
The Muse mth pride* of heroes sings^ 
Glad vict'rj cldps her golden wings ;: 
fame, with an adatinuitiiie pen 

Inscribes his glories cm her roU> 
Hts aetions plaint to^ hidf i^fr keny 
Sear tor the Nine, as they to Byron's lordtir soul: 
Lov'd as Eliza if bj me f 
Hallow'd as-hesr'nl J peesj* 

: i 

Golden epic Harp^ awa&e t 
I«6ud symphonioa^muf ie wake ; 
The valiant heroes praise proclaim^ 
Immortal be the verse iitnnortalasthlli fame. 

Vv.' 

Yes^ r have mark'dth J stormy baj) 
Blacky boiUngn^ountain^aves-^Biscaj ; 
Such is liie soul of hideous nighty 
Tishis^ who loves the Uoed of fi^t, 
Who^can in scenes of death delist. 
To self4ove meanly cow*r8^ hostile to human ri^t 
Who for ambition flies the peaceful grove, 
wAEnd all th* ^endearments of an home and lore^ 

as 
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Black Biiscaj likethee^his sdul perpetQaf b#il8». 
Wrathful he labouF&fiw the mufd'roit^ 8p<»ls. 

Not Bach Ae greal^ Hie noble sonl'd 
Whose minds are cast in gloiy'a mould. 
Not such the soul of Washington^ 
Not such the heart oC he who won 
At New-Orleans venown in arms, 
Whodar'd the ire of War's- alarms. 
To conquer and possess true glory's high priat'd.chmis 

His is Ihe patriot's high-born pride,. 
Plows in his veins Philanthrophj,. thy tide,, 
A braver,, never heard th' iron roar 
Of battle,,^ on. the Mississipi^ean shore t 

TIIL 

Ask die bold sens of Albipny 
Proudof the crown and Lion,^^ 
Who high St. George's; Cross unfurl, 
Who- oft to deep destruction hurl 
To realms unknown^ a coiintliess race. 
And badie in tears of 1>lo{Nd Etiropa'^ blushing fa/^^l: 
Ask tfaera^ Iheir silent pride willf own^ 
Their hosts at Orleans overthrown; 
Still darker will the warrior^ frown^ 
As Jackson's ^'orious name, 
Blasson'don the shield of fame 

IBM ' \ 

lEheyview;. v . • - >- 




Not always to the ^ave 
yict^ bclongs^^ but o'er the patriot^soldler^a gcavej. 
P*er those who foag^ not t* exksIarV«^ 
Shall erer-Imng laurels wave^ 
Do suck pereimial laitpels bloom 
O'er Packenham's ensanguia'd tcmib i 
Oe*t British hosts untimely slain, 
WhiS sleep the sleep of death in bloo<£ 

On. CNrlean'su fatal plain F 
Wh J then ye British subject band^^ 

Why did ye seek Columbia*^ shore». 
To slay her sonsj^ destroy her lands; 
With nturd^rous guns, and flamy brands: 
Alas I tashrotidin your own gore £ 

^s silent, all who rest belowy 
Are deaf to e^en liieir mother^s woey. 
For thejoi maternal tears.unheeded flow,. 

When Jackson^s, CarrolPs, Coffee's bands appear^dy 
Columbia^ starry ensi^ high in ^ they reared*. 
They fought, three thousand Britons slew,. 
8wift from, the field of death the remo^ant fie w.. 

High would i notes of bonour ndse^. - 
But oh r transcendant is our Jackson^s praise^ 
Then T^st tile diuring theme Fofrain^ 
Check th^ emulative strain^ 
Th* attempt is vjun. 
V high as heaven tile lofty notes I raiise^. 
Naught could I add to Jackson^s fame or praise fF 
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J^OTES TO CANTO FlltST. 



NOTE L 

ImmoHal njftnphi, Pamaanan nme^ 
Blooming ti8ter$, nudda divine. Page 2. 

MvBBS : The Tirgin daughters of Jupiter and Mnemosyne— tbe 
Goddess of Memory. They are represented as perpetually young, 
extremely beautiful, and dressed in varioito robes, aecm^g to 
the Sciences or Arts over whieh they were supposed to preside. 

Ist Clio— presides over History. She is crowned with eyer- 
bloomin^ laurels, holds in one hand a Trumpet— in the other— a 
Book, it is her duty faithfully to record events for the informa- 
tion of posterity, to perpetuate the actions of illustrious persons, 
to confor infamy on the undeserving. Her name is derived from 
the (srteek word signiiyiitg Honor or Glory. 

^d, Euterpe — ^faiventress of the Flute, she presided over Mk- 
sic. She is crowned with a wreath of fragrant flowers, and holds 
a Flute in her hand. 

3d. Thalia— This happy maid presides over Festhrals, and in- 
spires Pastoral and Comic Poetry. 
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4tii. Melpcmiene— The Patroness of Tragedy, the mapktr of 
Lyric Poetry. 

- 5th. Terpsichore— This virgin, Unrel-crownedy holding a Mu- 
sical Instrament in her hand, presides over Dancings 

6th. Brato— Alternately melancholy, animated, and gay— 
erowned with an elegant wreath of intermingled roses and myr- 
tles — ^this virgin-beaaty presides over Lyric Poetry, and inspires 
the tenderest strains. Lovers invoked her inspirations, particu- 
larly during the month of April, which among the 4ncient Ro- 
mans was peculiarly devoted to Love. 

7th. Polyhymnia-— A crown of dazzling jewels, encircles the 
brow of this modest maiden, vested in a spotless garment,, a 
aceptre is adorned by her left hand, her right is elevated as if on 
the point of declaiming. She ia the Inventress of Harmony, of 
Singing, and of Rhetoric. 

8th. Calliope— This daughter of Jupiter is the reputed mother 
of Orpheus by Apollo. She presided over Eloquence and Epic 
Poetry. She is crowned with laurel, and in her right hand holds 
^ee of the most celebrated Poems of Antiquity. 

9th. Urania— This fascinating virgin is represented crowned 
with Stars, fbr she presided over the department of Astronomy, 
she held a Globe in her hand, and several ]V(atIiematical Instru-^ 
ments are placed round her. . . 

The Muses are frequently called — 

Ueliconiades, - 

Aonides, 
Pierides, 
CastaUdes,. 
r Ag^anippides, 
Lebethrides, &c. 

The Laurel, the Rose, the Palm> the Mjrrtle, the Fountains of 
Parnassus, of Pindus, and of Helicon,, are considered sacred to 
the Muses. 

Apollo — called also Musagetes, or Leader of the Muses, wa9 
^^ Patron God 9nd Conductor. , 
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Among the Grecians* Thessalians, and Italians, the Muses were 
particularly venerated— their worship was Universally established 
aniong' the most enlightened nations of ancient Europe. No san. 
guihary sacrifices distained their alters, or polluted their temples, 
bVLt they were generally honoured and invoked by Poets. 



NOTE n. 

vfnrf thou whom Penia*9 prottrate mm adore, 
Pfutlnu on me thy chUdcett influence pour. Page S. 

Phoebus, Apollo, Sol— the names of the Ethnic Deity whom 
the ancient Europeans imaged presided over the Sun, Poetry, 
Eloquence, Medicine, the Sciences and Arts generally. He was 
supposed to be the patron of the Muses» and dispensed his oracles 
firom the various temples consecrated to him, which were nume- 
rous. The laurelled mountains, the sacred fountains, myrtle 
groves, and Arcadian scenes— constituted objects of delight to 
the God of the Golden Lyrei 

Publius Ovidius Naso, the Roman Poet, in the second book of his 
Metamorphoses, has given so brilliant a description of the Palace 
of the Sun, that I believe it superior to any thing the fancy of Ori- 
ental Poets have conceived of magnificence. According to Moses, 
Light is the eldest bom of creation : " God said let there be lig^t, 
and there was lighf* — ^is a sentence praise*! t>y Longinus as an in- 
stance of the sublime. 

Apollo was generally worshipped by the ancients, particularly 
in Egypt, where he was called Osiris, in Persia, in Greece, and in 
Italy. He is represented as a tall, handsome youth, with a Gol- 
den or Silver Lyre In his hand, and various scientific instruments 
.around to denote him Patron of the Fine Arts. His head was sur- 
rounded with beams of Light, as the director of the Sun's course. 
A famous brazen statue of him was raised at Rhodes, in the Me- 
diterranean, which was contemplated as one of the seven wonders 
of the world. It was 105 feet high. Its feet were on two moles 
/on eaph sid^ of the harbour, and ships in fuU sail passed between 
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its legs. It was the work of Chares, a disciple of Leucippus, 
who was twelve years in building it. A winding stair-case ran 
fyam the feet to the head of this statue. It was demolished by 
an earthquake 224 years before the birth of the Redeemer: For 
894 years its ruins remained, tMl the year 672, when its fragments 
were purcha3ed by an Hebrew merchant. 



NOTE DL 

M / not to me the p9wer9 hd9ng^. 

Which grated aid Momer^t U^ty iwng. Page 3. 

Homei^--umyer8alfy acknowledged as the Father of Epic Poetrjr. 
His niiad is generally celebrated as inimitable. His woric is 
supposed to have mspired. Alexander the Great with the ardent 
desire that Macedo(iuan monarch possessed for military renown. 
When he visited the tomb of Achilles at Ecbatana, he exclaimed: 
** Happy Achilles, who found an Homer to record his exploits !** 
A valuable box being presented to him^ he said: ^ There is no- 
thing worthy of being kept in it but the Illiad !' - Horner^ wwks 
were constant companions in the campaigns of :, 



M 



That haughty youth 



*• WKaJ:he tiara at his pleasure tore 

«• From kings x>f^^e then discovered earth, 

*< And cried forsooth f^b^c^use his arm was hampered* 

*^ And had not room enough to dxyits worfL-^BUdr, 

He slept with them under liis pillow. Caius Julius Cxsar equally 
delighted m the Illiad ; and Napoleon Bonaparte^ in the midst of 
his Italian campaigns, sometimes occupied himself in perusing 
this Poem. Tlie generally abhOTred tyrant Nero, having perused 
Homer's description of the conflagration of Troy by the Greeks^ 
ordered Rome to be set on fire in several places, while elevated 
on an high tower, he sung to an instrument of music which he 
played to the verses of Homer, relating to the destruction of 
Ttoy by^re. He the&tofcr^n hinisQkffiroiD public vestatmco^ 
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screen himself from public resentment, and to indul^ lus diabol- 
ical pasaon of craelty, ordered the proselytes to Christianity to 
be accused of the crime, and then as if in the prosecution of na^ 
tional vengeance, be iDdiscriminately doomed them to be sacriiic 
ed by the most detestable tortures. But as even the Holy Scrips 
tures have been so far perverted by those who pretended to vene- 
rate them, as to be concaved expressly to authorize the most 
despicable acts of cruelty, it is obvious, that Homer may be giiiltr 
iess ef the ^ects attributed by the envious to his superior geraus^ 
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Or humiiile hard leUik Orphean pvu^rs to Hng, . Page A. 

Orpheus, feigned by the Oreek and Roman Poets to be the off- 
spring of the Qod of Poetry and the Muse Calliope. To his songs 
miraculous effects wer^ attributed. It is said that when he sung 
the most savage beasts of the forest forgot their ferocity, and as« 
serobled to Ibten to his music : that tlie birds were fascinated to 
the place, the winds were hushed, the rivers stopped to attend to 
the celestial sounds. On the death of his wife Eurydice, he went 
down to thei nfemal regions, charmed to sleep Cerberus, the fierce 
three-headed dog who defended the portals of hcU, "drew iron 
tears down Pluto*s cheek" — ^who in pity to a poet's grief, allowed 
his darling spouse to retium with him to the earth-, on condition 
that he walked before her and did not look back, before he arrived 
on earth ; such, however, was his anxiety to behold his Eurydice^ 
that too soon he turned to embrace her, when she. was immedi- 
ately torn from his arms, and condemned for ever to remain in thie 
other world. His song was now only of his lost Etirydice, in vaiit 
the wanton women of Thrace, endeavoured to excite his regard, 
he despised their society, and fled to the solitary shades, alonc^ 
to indulge his sorrows. The Thracian females offended at his 
coldness, indignantiy attacked him in a body, out off his head, and 
threw it into a river, from that circumstance, celebrated since the 
^ys of the immortal Orj^eus. ApoUo grieved for his son, aiH 
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placed his Lyre amon^ the stars. The Lyre ii to this day^smaug 
the Astronomical Constellations. . 



NOTE V. 

^0 Im, eontecraied ^hore. 

Or Jltndng CanCt ham'd margin bvre. Page 4u 

The river Isis flows near the University of Oxford, and the 
Cam near the University of Cambridge in England, the preceding 
lines indiscriminately refer to any river passing near a seat of 
Classical Learning. These rivers have been consecrated to &e 
Mu^es. 

NOTE VI. 

Wiih lovely Lydia hy my tide, 

JPve tat from mom to even tide. Page 4. 

Lydia was the only daughter of an English clei^jyman, the 
pride of whose heart was his daughter: for many years with pa- 
ternal soliciti^e he assidiously laboured to t'ender her mchtal ac- 
complishments equal to her personal beauty. 

Having suffered severely by a long illness, on her convalescence^ 
her father was persuaded by theentreaty of her aunt^ who resided 
near Riclimond, to bring Lydia to her villa, she imagined a change 
of {ur would accelerate her niece's recovery. 

The old gentleman consented, accompanied his daughter to 
Bichmond, consigned her to his sister's protection, and shortly 
9fter retired to his rectory. This first separation from her onl^ 
surviving parent (for her mother had died before she was of an 
age to be sensible of the loss she had sustained by such a bereave- 
ment) for a few days severely afllicted the spirits of the charming 
invalid: From my 12th year, \ had been acquainted with Lydia, 
And at the period of her arrival near Richmond, I resided in the 
J&cinity of her aimt's villa. 
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Lydia*8 heart was replete with sensibility, near the grave of 
Thompson I read to her Collin's Elegy on that celebrated Poet; 
and she wept a* if an only brother lay mouldering there. When 
animated she viras eloquent, and her observations on most sub- 
jects displayed uncommon originality of thought Secretly she 
raised her, wild infantine sohg» a discovery which I made by acci- 
dentally taking up a volume of her favourite poems, in which I 
ibuod the following simple lines in her manuscript : 

PLAINT. 

fii my soul i fed a wounds 
" That wound, how deep ? 
Whil^ others sleep, 
I weep. 

Insensible, who gave the mround^ 
Torttring my breast. 
Say, be at rest. 
Be blest ! 

Or the wound no more shall pam, . 

In my youth's bloom 

I court thy gloom, 

Otomb! 

Lydiot aged IS. 

Under these verses I wtote two lines from Milton's H Pense3X)so^ 

"Hail! pensive nun, devout and holy, ^ ' 

''Hail! divinest melancholy." 

It is with grief I relate that Lydia died the victim of sdf-des.' 
truction. From her general benevolence and the gentleness of 
di^iosition, until the consummation of that mournful event, I 
should have imagined it next to impossible she could perpetrate 
suicide ; I attribute the dreadful act to insanity. It appears she had 
unfortunately fiNrmed an attachment of the heart, which being im- 
properly retumedy she drank a death-draught of laudanum. 
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The following lines exhibit the sametrakof excessive sensi- 
bility, and train of melancholy reflections^ in which I fear the t«i»> 
der Lydia wi^ too prone to indulge : ' 

Ah Richmond ! would that I had still 
Far from thy rillas* crowned hill. 
By Severn's silver stream have stray*d, 
And fancied me some simple Naiad! 
O would, that I had never seen 
Thy swdling bosom rob'd in green ; 
Far from the Thames, a rural maid 
In my fond father's cat had staid. 
For ah! the hour which brought me her^ 
Has drench'd my cheeks with many a tear. 
Has ^'d my heart with feelings strange. 
Contented now- no more I range. 
But since a £ital hour, I find 
A broken heart, a wilder'd mind; . 
And sighs of grief, and tears of woe 
Oft on my hiurong bosom flow. 
Bre long I hope, the general doom» 
Will ope for m* the silent t<Mnb. 
O thfen my soul shall rise above 
My heart's own scorn fbr eartMy lov^ 
There shall I live free from all care, 
Jesus is gone, bliss to prepare 
^ In the bright mansions of the skies,. 

"Where tears no more shall fill my eyes. 

Ly£a^ a^edlS. 

From various pieces in Ly(Ha's pocket-book, with the sig^t of 
which, my fair deceased friend, kindly gratified me, I doubt not 
that she had a presentiment of her death, though I believe her to 
be incapable of deliberately planning the emancipation of her soid 
from its prison of clay, by violent methods, contrary alike to ^ 
commandments of God, and the laws of man; for who in the fuU 
possession of rationality Would seek ''to rush unbidden to Jeho- 
vah's bar?" Who woidd dare with the crime of murder, unre- 
pentoA of^ to seek the tribunal of Justice, to stand before the God 
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of vengeance ? I am confident the gentle Lydia died by an act of 
insanity, and rejoice in the certainty that amidst her kindred 
seraphs, in the regfions of beatitude, she is now pouring forth her 
numbers of harmony, and symphonious strains in adoration of the 
God of all grace. 

NOTE vn. 

For her th* infant tvng Pd raise, 

JM[y pTvudest tritmphr-^Lydia^s praia^ / Page 4. 

For Lydia, while yet in infancy, I dared the adventurous strain ; 
the subsequent are some of the first rude Uspings of my boyish 
muse, written previous to the completion of my thirteenth year, 

I. 
Yes— I have seen the turtle dove 
Amorous ,kiss his virg^ love ; 
But if alas — she lifeless lies ! 
> The hapless mourner — opines and dies. 

11. 

Ah me! and should my Lyc^ soar 
To yonder skies, where I no more 
Shall view her roseate blooming face— 
Her form replete with ev^ grace. 

III. 

Dejected— then THl se^ her tomb 
In the lone Church-jrard's pensive gloom. 
O'er her lov*d name inscribed— I'll weep — 
And with my tears the senseless marble steep. 

IV. 

¥es— I will sedc the sacred place 
Where lies l^e bv^htest erf* oar nure» 
liydia ! riiall fiuilter in my last sad sigii 
As like the TurtleJIove 1 pine and dif. 

K2 
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TV LyrapnUa monui tt earmna nostra ionabumf, 

Om^i Metamorph, lib, X* 205; 

Is the LdlylB i^rgih hue,. 
Pleasing^— when impearM with dew i 
Is the softly blushing Rose : 
Beauteous — ^wheu it blooms and glows ? 

II. 

O l<jvely--48 the lily's hue-— 
Lovely — ^when enchaf^ in dew- 
Lovely — \s the blushing rose. 
Lovely-— when it blooms and glows. 

m. 

But ah! A goddess from yon skies, 
Implete with heav% amazed my eyes ! 
And fiuir no more to- me the meadow's pride^ 
V^en chMming Lydia pe^cs their chaions subside 

Heavtis r might I to one kiss aspire— 
"What more, fond heart ! could<st thou desire ^ 
What ! but to clasp her in> these aims ! 
And call my onam th^ maid of charms ! 

LydialS; character was umDcence, excellence, goodness^, hv^ 
milii^, modesty, united with the superior accomplishments of an 
unsparingly cultivated mindj and a pure veneration for Christianp 
ity, which certainly constituted an essential part of her principles,, 
and conspicuously distinguished heractions* Her's- was a supe- 
rior soul,, garnished with.vh-tues and ornamented with^knowledge. 
facapable of evil,i9he soapected it not in another : and her fiiendk 
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sbipa were lasting. I was one moming sitting in a simple arbour 
I had formed of wild-bushes intermingled with Jessamines and 
Woodbines, over which a tree extends its shady branches and to 
which I had given the name of Lydia's Bower. I had before me^ 
on a wooden tablet, a map of Europe, in one hand I held a news-; 
paper, in the otiier my compasses, I was tracing the march of 
Napoleon's armies ; when my amiable friend entered, I was so 
much absorbed that I scarcely perceived her entrance, she laid a 
lily on the word Leipzic and departed. I have since pondered' 
on the contrast between the virgin Lily of the fair Lydia« and the 
eamage which rioted when, slaughter wallowed in human gore on 
the deadly plains of Leipzic : in Lydia's pure bosom, dwelt peace 
and friendship, on the field of battle the loud thundering cannon's 
incessant roar,, ambition,, pride, anger, hatred, agpny, murder and 
death! 

Having finished my study of the map, T reflected on the Lily,, 
ihe badge of the monarchs of France of the House of Bourbon,, 
and I wrote in pencil the following lines> It may be proper to re- 
mind the reader that the expressions I have indulged in regard- 
ing the young lady, are not expressions of my real love, but merely 
tiie effusions of gallantry, which the MUses aUow their- invokers 
to use; lor Lydia T possessed g^uihe friendship, but not that 
passion of the soul which is properly denominated k>ve: 

ON CONTEMPLATING A ULY. 

I. 

And must this beauteous Lily droop ^ 

And must this flow'ret die? 
Vnraark'd,. unseen, its honour^agloom'd^ 

Unw^t its charms by every eye ? 

Ahno^soft ftow%! tho' death destroy^. 

Tho* death shall o'eg thy beauties creefftg, 
Tet not unmarked;, unseen you. die ;. 

An infioit bard thy d5om shall we^ 
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III. 

Tho* scarcely heard— his puerile reed. 
His name— unknown to fame, 

O scorn not thou his simple stnun 
Tho' void of Darwin's flame. 



;: 



IV. 

Thou, virgin flow*r shall g^ace my 8ong^» 
Tliy worth tli' enamour'd Poet tells ! 

Nectarian sweets to thee belong I 
Fairest in tliese gorgeous dells ! 

V. 

Oft times, a rural shepherd swain, 
Lilly — with thousand charms impletej 

Oft have I cull'd thee from yon plain, • 
And drank th' ambrosia of thy sweet. 

YI. 

Nor yet alone — ^to lowly clowns 

Dost thou unfold thy various balms ! . > 
Monurchs ! who olaim the lofty throne^^ 

Contest possession of thy charms: 

VII. 

Lo !. Gallia's king, (^haughty race 
Assumes thy semblance on his shields ! 

And bears thy white unsullied face 
To martial plains and purple fields ! 

VIII. 

Wilt thou unblushing IHly own : 
For thy liege Lords his dastard brains ? 

Wilt thou unblushing guard a throne : 
Polluted hy uimiimber'd stains f 
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;Na— ftom BrHannia's snowy Isle 

A band of godlike warriors come ! 
Tho< tlun their ranks, yet fame shall smil^ 

Waft thee trhimphant to their home i 



To awe their proud and perjur'd foe 
For faithless vows, and broken leagues,. 

Britannia's regal Edwards tow 
Despite their dark, and direintrigttes- 

XI. 

!Let reeking Agincoart proelaim,. 

And Cressy's field of bays !. 
And Poictiers tell th^ victors fame,. 

The British hero's praise! 

Xlt 

Thrice from the jffoud Phillippine brow 
They pluck'd the virgin wrea^ ! 

And bade them in Britaiuna grow-— 
Where vir^ virtue breathes. 

XIIL 

Their wUl obfsys the willing fair 
. And blooms on British plains. 
Adds her pure perfumes to the air 
And charms the rural swains. 

XIV. 

Bknblem of her^ wiumi I ader^ 

Go tell the angel maid : 
*< Such love to her I ever bore 

As pure tlie vows I paid.** 
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XV. 

But Lily, virgin as thou art. 

And pure as is thy hue, 
Thou too, must feel death'srenomM darV 

Thou art the ^nrant's due j 

XVI. 

stem, insatiate, ruthless pow'is— 

Nature's universal foe ! 
And must this pure, unblemish^ ilow% 

Bow to thy fatal blow ? 

XVII. 

When, when shall thine unsparinif anB 

blood-stain'd demon— K^eaae i 
This earth accursed to alarm ? 

Who shall thine arm appease } 

X vm. 

That God ^o hade creation beam 

Resplendant to the day ! 
He — shall our fated race redeem 

He— death himself shall slay. 

XIX- 

The hour of vengeance is at hand 

When a destroying fire ! 
Shall blot thee from each mournings land! 

And blanch thine icy ire! 

XX; 

Dear Lydia ! virtue's pur^t child I 

1 tremble for thy doom ! 

Tho* fair-^ivinely faiiv— and mild*^ 
D^th*s hand shall sign thy doom ! 
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XXL 



like this pale lily — ^thousfaaltdie! 

(Which e'en iiow hangs its head) 
Thus quickly shall thy beauty fly*— 

Pluck'd from its native bed. 

XXIL 

O wheii that dreaded hour shall come : 
Tyrant! accept my breath. 

Let me, but sleq> in Lydia.<8 tomb,. • 
And I will wop thee death ! 

xxin. 

For if my Lydia is not here, 

Joyless this earth will be, 
O if you take my stay, my all^- 

Be gracious, ^d take— me. 

XXIV. 

Unhappy is the lover's fate 
Who e'en when lilies bloom. 

Views in the flow'r his love's life-date. 
An emblem of the tomb. 



NOTE vin. 

To vfhere beneath nmbrag'eoutg'looin 

Sleeps nahtre^e poet in kh tomb / "Page 4. 

3f the various and numerous poets, who graced the blight re. 
Is of the recently elapsed century, conspicuously distinguish- 
in the long catalogiie of illusijious persons, is placed the bo- 
red n«me JAMES tU03f SON, the celebrated author of those 
•mparable poems dienoihiaated; " The Seaaofif. " 
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The tplendour and floridity of his language^ the elegancies of 
hia expressions^ the beauty of his ideas3.the dignity and harmony 
of his verse, the nobility of his sentiments have conjointly united 
in rendering him beloved by his compatriots, and an orsftment to 
llis country, which has written his name on the rolls of immortali- 
ty. The coUossus of British fiterature notwithstanding the innu- 
jnerable instances on record, demonstrating the goodness of his 
hearty acppean in my eyes, not entirely devoid of a principle of 
envy of the literary fame of some of his contemporaries ; ha bow- 
ever, does ample justice to the merits of Thomson. 

Of the British kingdoms, -during the 18th century, Scot- 
land was peculiarly prolific and most pre«emmently distinguished 
for the number and diversity, of her great and good men. The 
genius of Caledonia. exultantly enumerates, and with a noble 
pride, the profusion of warriors, statesmen, orators, divines, poets 
and learned men of all descriptions, to whom she has given birth. 
Among these illustrious personages — ^may she never lingratefiilly 
ibrget to r^^ter the name of her Thomson. 

The village of Ednam in the shire of Roxbuxg, claims the ho^ 
nour of his birth. 

Thomson, was indebted to Providence for having been bom in ' 
an age, when his country had attained the pinnacle of her gran- 
deur, when liberty, liberality, generosity, politeness and civiBzap 
tion particularly designated his fellow citizens. 

The Reverend — — - Riccarton, who presided as pastor over 
a church in the vicinage of the birth-place of Thomson, primitive- 
ly discovered in the youthful villager, indubitable traits of a la- 
tent genius, which with proprietuous cultivation would in due 
time, ripen into excellence In consequence, he spontaneously 
offered to become his instructor in the elements of education. 
From the rural dwelUng of his first instructor, he was removed to 
the academy of Jedburg. And even at ihis early age, amused 
his friends by his poetical effusions, fiuch however was his dif- 
fidence of his talents, that instead of preserving those infantine 
compositions he destroyed them, without reservation, every new 
year's day: Nor is this Moiftble proof of las siodestyy to be htr 
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mented since it has not unfrequently occurred that the reputa- 
tion of a good author has been blasted for ever, from his publi- 
cation of tiie imxnatured, inelegant and imbecile peurilities of bis 
infant muse. The public resemble a creditor, who having been 
once cheated, always suspects the credit of the man by whom he 
has been deceived, and seldom thinks proper to trust him again. 
From Roxburg, Thomson was removed to (Edinburg) the Athens 
of Great Britain. His father dying two years subsequently, his 
mother mortgaged the moiety of an estate which she conjointly 
possessed in Roxburgshire, and went to reside in the metropolis 
of Scotland, where she enjoyed the heartfelt satisfaction of a 
good mother, that of contemplating her darling son diumally at- 
taining eminence among the judicious at the seat of learning, as 
a virtuous and enlightened member of society. Thomson ,held 
some inconsiderable situation under the government, but on th« 
death of his friend and patron Lord Talbot, he was so over- 
whelmned with grief that though the succeeding minister for 
some months kept the office ' unoccupied purposely to bestow it 
on tlie Bard, it was never applied for. 

Thomson died in the prime of life. His body was honorably 
interred in Westminster A4)bey among the most illustrious per- 
sons his country had produced ; his funeral was followed by the 
principal nobility of the United Kingdoms at that time in London, 
by many of the ^ns and daughters of genius, and the mournful 
muse of Collins pathetically bewailed his loss : 

In yonder grave a Drtdd Uesy 

Where sUnoly steeds the gliding -wave^ 
The yearns best gifts shall duteous rise^ 

To deck its poe^s sylvan grtive, 1st stanza. 

A patriotic nobleman has erected a bust to the memory pf 
Thomson at Ednam, where an annual festival |s heUJ to commit* 
morate his virtues and talents. On one of ^ese opcasions Robert 
Bums was invited, who wrote elegint verses which yr^fi r«cit^ 
on the coronation of the bust with bays. 
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NOTE vm. 

Proud Britain claimed fhe -wide domain 
Of oc€an*9 deep and va^ty plain* Pa^e 5. 

From the History of the Late War— by Gllhert J. Hunt 

CHAP. I. 



JPrisiidenfa Meaat^ge-^Cautes of the Wat'^JSneTg^c JIfeaauret 

proposed. 

'" 1. Now it camf to pass ,in the one thousand eight hundred and 
twelfth year of th,e Christian era, and in the tliirtj. sixth j€araf- 
tar the peophs of thepi:ov:ince8 of Columbia had declared them- 
selves independent of all the kingdoms of the-earth ; 

** 2. That in the sjxth month of the same year, on the first iaj 
of the month, the chief Gpvemor, whom the people had chosen to 
rule over the land of Columbia ; • 

"3. Even James, whose surname was HasxsOit, deliveredii wnt- 
ten paper* to the Great SAirHsi>Biuj- of the people, who were as- 
sembled together. 

** 4. And the name of the city where the people were gathered 
together was called after the name of the chief ci^tain of the land 
,of Columbiii, whose fame ha9 extended to the uttermost parts of 
the earth : albeit^ hfi bad gone -to the land -of his fathers. 

** Nevertheless, the people loved him, inasmuch as h« wrought 
their deliverance .from the yok.e.of tyirannyjuu times past; bo they 
called the city WABHiir(»Toir. 

" 6. Now, when the written paper was recdved, the doors of 
the chambers of the Great Sanhedrim were<ilo8ed, and a seal 
was put upon «very man's mouth. 

**7. And the eoimcillors of the nation, and the wise men 
thereof, ordered the written paper which James bad delivered 
unto them to be read aloud ; and tht interpretalion thereof was 
Sn this wisc{ 

* Premderu** mamfeaih^ -f Congreat, 
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" 8: Lo ! the lords and tlie princes of the Kingdom of Britain, 
in the fuhiess of tlieir pride and power, have trampled upon the 
altar ofLiberty, and violated tlie sanctuar}' thereof: 

** 9, Inasmuch as they hearkened not to the voice of modera- 
tion, when the voice of the people of Columbia was. Peace*' 
peace! 

** 10. Inasmuch as they permitted not the tall shipa of Columbia 
to sail in peace on the waters of the mighty deep ; saying in their* 
hearts. These spoils shall be given unto tlie king. 

**11. Inasmuch as they robbed the ships of Columbia of the 
strongmen that wrought therein, and used them for their own 
use, even as a man useth his ox or his ass. 

** 12". fifuismuch as they kept tRe men stolen from the ships of 
Columbm in bondage many years, and caused tliem to fight the 
battles of the king, even against U^^ own brethren ! neither gacfi. _ 
they unto them silver or gold, but many stripes. 

*' 13. Now the men of Columbia were not like unto the slaves 
of Britain ; neither were their backs hardened^ unto the whip, as 
were the servants of the king ; therefore they murmured, and 
their murmuringa have been heard. 

" 14. Moreover, the council of Brition sent forth a Decree to all- 
the nations of the eafth, sealed with the signet of the Prince Re- 
gent, who governed the nation in the name of the king his father; 
Eor^ lo ! the king was possessed of an evil spirit, and his sonreigned 

in. his stead. 

** 15 For the lords of the kingdom of Britain loved to dwell un- 
der the shadow of George the King> and under the shadow of 
George his son. 

*' 16. Now this decree of the council of Britain was a gfrievoua 
thing, inasmuch as it permitted not those who dealt in merchan- 
dize to go whithersoever they chose, and trade freely with all 

^ts of the earth. 

" 17. And it fell hard upon the people of Columbia ; for the 
Icing said unto them. Ye shall come unto me and pay tribute, 
then may ye depart to another country* 

"18. Now these things pleased the pirates and the cruisers 
and all tha sea robbers of Britain mightily, inasmuch as tliey could 
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rob with impunity the commerce of ColumMa, under the cloak of 
British honour. 
'* 19. Furthermore, hare not tlie servants of the king leagued 
with the savages of the wilderness, and given unto them silver 
and gold, and placed the destroying engines in their hands ! 

** 20 Thereby stirring up the spirit of Satan within them, to spill 
the blood of the people of Columbia ; even the blood of our old 
men, our wives, and our little ones ! 

. *<21. Thus hath Britain in her heart commenced war against the 
people of Columbia, whilst they h&ve cried aloud for peace : and 
when she smote them on the one cheek they have turned unto her 
the other also. 

« 22 Now therefore, shall we the independent people of Co- 
lumbia sit down silently, as slaves and bow the neck to Britain ? 

** 23. Or, shall we nobly, and like our forefathers, assert our 
ri^^hts, and defend that which the Lord bath given unto os^ 
LiBSBTT and IirajErsimxircx ?. 



CHAP. n. 

Meport of the Cfmnanee^^DeclaraHon pf Wat. 

•* 1. Now, when there was an end made of reading the paper 
which James had written, the iSanhedrim communed one with an- 
other touching the matter. 

" 2. And they chose certain wise men from among them to de- 
liberate thereon. 

" 3. And they commanded them to go forth from their pre- 
sence, for that purpose, and return again on, the third day of the 
same month. 

"4. Now, when the third day arrived, at the elevenjth hoiu* of \ 
tlie day, they came forth and presoited themselves before the 
Great Sanhedrim of the people. 

*'5. And the chief of the wise men, whom they had chosen, 
opened hi$ mouth and spake unto them after this manner : 
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6. Behold ! day and night liaye we meditated upon the words 
which James hath, delivered, and we are weary withal, for our 
hearts wished peace. 

** 7. But the wickedness of the kingdom of Great Britain, and 
the cruelty of the princes thereof^ towards tlie peaceable inhabi* 
tants of the land of Columbia, may, be likened unto the fierce 
lion,, when he putteth his paw upon the innocent lamb to devour 
him, 

**8. Nevertheless, the lamb shall not be slain; for the Lord 
wiU be his deliverer. 

"Q. And if, peradventure, the people of Columbia ^ not out 
to battle against the king, then will t}ie manifold wrongs commit- 
ted against them be increased ten-fold^ and tliey shall be as a 
mock and a bye-word among all nations. 

*; 10. Moreover, th^ righteousness of your cause shall lead you 
to- glory,, and the pillars of you!i* liberty shall not be shaken. 

*^ 11. Therefore, say we unto you^ Gird on your swords and go 
forth' to< battle against the king; even against the strong powers 
of Britain ; and. the Lord God of Hosts be with you^ 

" 12. Now when 'the g^eat Sanhedrim of the people heard those - 
things which the wise men had. uttered,, they pondered thepi in 
their minds many days, and weighed them well.. 

** 13v Bven until th,e seventeenth day of the month pondered 
they in secret concemuig the. matter; 

" 14. And it was so,, that on the next.day they sent forth. a De- 
cree, making War i^on the kingdom of Great Britain,, and upon 
the servants and upon theslaves tliereof.. 

<< 1&, And the Decree was. signed with the hand writing of 
James, the chief Governor of the land of Columbia. '' 

' « 16. Afber these things^ the doors of the chambers of the Saa* 
iLedrim were opined.. 
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NOTES TO CANTO SECOND. 



NOTE I. 

Till silver Phetbe ends her axoay. Page II, 
Fhcebe or Cyxitlua — names of the Moon. 

NOTE II. 

BarUno had I thy mouminff lyre. Page 11, 

Among the g^axy of bnlliant -stars of the first magnitude 
whose lustre beamed forth with extraordinary splendour on the 
comitry which gave them birth, and added irradiation to the en- 
lightened age of American Independence, with proud feelings of 
exultation, the sons of Columbia contemplate the glory of the il« 
lustrous Barlow ; to the superior faculties of whose comprehen- 
sive mind, the world is indebted for the finerpoem of* the Cohrn^ 
biad,** a work destined to be perused and admired wlule letters 
are esteemed, and civilization exists among nations. 

When a poet dies, his harp is supposed to be wreathed with cy» 
press, and hung on the willow tree, hence the allusion thy nuurn' 
ing lyre. 

Barlow was bom at Heading, in Fairfield county, Comieeticut, 
in 1755. He was educated at Dartmouth college, ih New Hamp- 
shire, and at Yale College, New-Havra. He attained opulence, 
purchased valuable estates in France, and the hotel of Count 
Clermont de Tonnerrein Paris, in which he lived in splendour. 
His friends were Washington, Humphreys, Dwight, Trumbull, 
Hopkins, Hosmer, Gregoire^ Strvof^^ Wiidcott, Jefferson, and Ful- 
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ton. In 1778 Barlow «ras » chaplain in ^the revolutionary army : 
in 1795, ambassador at Algiers and Tripoli, where he concluded 
treaties, and ransomed all American citizens: In 1809 he was 
honoured by the degreeof.L. L, D. in 1811 he was appointed mi- 
nister plenipotentiary to tlie court of France : in 1812 he was in- 
vited to a conference with the emperor Napoleon at Wilna, in Po- 
land ; in his journey he died of an infiamation of the^lungs, on the 
22d of December, at Zamawicha, an obscure village of Poland. 

NOTE m. ' 

OrBrackemidgethymiue^afire. Page 11. 

Contemporaneous abilities are generally but parsimoniously 
acknowledged. There is, howfever, but one opinion respecting 
the professional talents as a lawyer, and genius as an author of. 
H. M. Brackemidge, Esq. with whose honoured name I have dig- 
nified my versfe. As an Historian his style is always pa-spicuous, 
and equal to that of Gibbon, but his religious principles are purer, 
and though he is not publicly known as a Poet, tlie productions 
of hi^ muse anonymously published, are certainly meritorious. 

NOTE IV. 

T*he sorts of freedom, patriot hearts f 

To Baltimore from various parts. Page 13. 

Ji wln'Je ^ontmmng an intrinsieally valuable mass of in'' 
telligeneey and which may be considered as a Bank of 
J^ocuments^ I acknowledge iMfself indeed for nmch 
of the wateTuds of these annotaiionSf relative to Bal* 
timorcj and for the svJbseqmalt aecownt of the British 
attack on ihts city* 

ATTACK UPON BALTIMORE. 

To detail, with reasonable accuracy, the minutiae of the events 
that have happened at Baltimore since Sunday morning, the lltfa 
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Bist. when the enem^ made his appearance, to the time of his dis»- 
partureonthe I5th, is not easily done: but the readers of the' 
Register will expect it, and we shall endeavor to give a succinct 
narration of the pi*oceeding^i with' a- steady eye to the troth of 
each matter referred to ; avoiding, nevertheless, evety thing thali 
may tend toinerease the information of the incendiary foe,, as to 
our means or resources. Hence an account of our troops or worksh 
will not be-expectedk Sufficient is>it to say, that the same force 
would make much less'^mpression now than it did, or could have 
done, at the time of the attaok. 

After the affair at'Biadensburg and capture of Washing^n,, 
an attack upoa tihis citf was confidently expected.^ Indeed, gene- 
ral JRo89 had fixed upon it for his Tointer quarter* i and boasted,, 
that with the force he had, he would go where he pleaded through 
Maryland. Thus forewarned, considerable additions were made 
to the defences of the place— some of the troops of general Win^ 
der'a command were collected — Modgera and Pcn-y were here; 
and a good many noble volunteers flcclced in from the adjacent 
parts of our own state and fi'om Virginia and PennAylvimia, The 
Baltimore brigade was. taken en maste into the service, of ^e 
United States ; and the whole submitted to the direction ofmajos 
general 5fmM, of the Marylandmilitia. 

On Saturday,, the 10th inst we had information that the enemy 
Was ascending the bay, and on Sunday monnng his ships were * 
seen at the mouth of our river, the Patapsco, in number^from 40 
to 50.-^ome of his vessels entered the river, while others pro- 
ceeded to North Point fyX the moiidi of the Patapsco} distant 
12' miles from the Git\^ and commenced the ddbarkation^ of their 
troops in the higfat,.'^which>wa8 finished^ early next, morning. In 
the tnean. time, the frigates^ bomb ketches, and small vesscds ap- 
proached and ranged'themselves in a formidable line to cannonade 
the fort, and the town.-7-The frigates were lightened before they 
entered the river— and the ships of the line lay off North Point, 
to overawe us and protect the whole force.. 

The force that landed consisted of about 9000 men— viz. 5000 
soldiers^ 2000 marines^ and 2000 Milors. The first undesL major 
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general Hoss — ^the latter commanded by the famous admiral Cock- 
{ bum. The troops were a part of WeUington't ** Invjncibles." 
Some works were erecting' not -far fpopi North Point to arrest 
their progress; but their incipent stat^ forbade a stand being 
made at them ; and the enemy marched four miles towards us un- 
interruptedy except by a few flying shots from the cavalry. Here 
they were met by general Strieker with his entire Baltimore bri* 
gade, (except that he had only one company of the regiment of 
artillery) consisting of col. Biay's cavalry, the rifle corp», and the 
5th, 6tfa, 27th, 39th and 51st regiments of infantry, commanded 
respectively by lieut. coh. Sterrett, JkP Donald, Fovler, Long <md 
Jinietf. In the 5th was incorporated an elegant uniformed coiit- 
pany of vpluntdersfrom T«rA?, Penn. under capt. Spongier, and in 
the 39th, capt Metxger^t fine comply of volunteers from Bono* 
ver, Penn. and capt. QuantriV9 fix>m ffagerttown, Maryland ; and 
in the 6th, capt. Dixon's, volunteers from Marietta, Penn. — all 
the rest were city troops ; and the whole, mcluding capt. Mont- 
gomery*a company of artillery (with 6 four pounders) amounted 
to about 3200 men. The rest of our forces were judiciously sta* 
tioned in or near the various defences, &c. About 1 o'clock a 
party of 150 or 200 men, consisting of captain Levering^t and 
captain Hwnard^s companies of t^e 5th regiment, and captain M%» 
quith'% rifle corps, were detached from the line to feel the enemy* 
and bring on the battle; they were accompanied by a few artil* 
lerists with one of their pieces. Before they expected it, they 
were attacked by the British, in very superior numbers, ' and 
driven in ^ith some loss after a few fires, to the main body. As 
the enemy advanced, the artillery opened a destructive fire upon 
them» whi<ih was returned from 2 nine pounders, and the action 
became general along tlie line of ttue 5tli and 27th^ which were in 
front. The S9th and 51st were in rear of tliese, and the 6th ad- 
vantageously posted stiU nearer the city, to protect and cover the 
whole. The fire from tlie two first named regiments, as well as 
from the artillery, was very: active and uncommonly certain for 
about an hoiw. Of the 5th, much was expected, but Uie 2rth be- 
hay«d, at least, as galhmtly. The men took deliberate aim, and 
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the carnage was g^at — -the ** InvincihUt" dodging^ to the 
ground, and crawling in a bending^posture, to aroid the militia — 
the "yeomen" they wei'e taught so much to despise. When the 
5th and 27th (between whieh was placed the artiUery) were out- 
flanked by the much greater force of the enemy, they retired in 
better order than could have been expected under a guHing fire ; 
and they j*etived relmctantly at the repeated command of tlieir of- 
fleers. The artillery had been drawn off a littlle while before. 
The right of the 39th was gallantly engaged, but the 51st took 
no part in the action \ and it was not at that time and place ex- 
pected that the 6th would share in it, else, (under its veteran colo» 
nel, a soldier of the rerolution, and one who met the same foe un- 
der PttUukiJ it would, no- dbubt, have distinguished itself. The 
cavalry, though they performed very aevere and important duties, 
had but little to do in the battle. The whole number of our men; 
actually engaged did not exeeed 1700. 

Xearly aft much, perhaps^ being-^^bne at thia point as was ex^ 
pected, our force retreatai towards the city. The enemy follow- 
ed slowly, and on Tuesday night approached within about two 
miles of oar entrenchments^ Measttres were taken to cut them 
ofl* and punish their temerity ; but before general Winder with 
the Virginm miiitia, and a squadron ofthe United States' cavalry, 
could brmg his plans IhUy ti> bear, the British suspecting the de- 
sign or not liking the appearance of our works, decamped sud- 
denly in the night, and embarked with such precipitation that; 
though closely pursued, a few prisoners onty were taken. But 
the pursuing force merited and have reeenred the thanks of thdr 
general ; and the whole body collected ia entitled to the gratitude 
of ^a/^MiM>re and of their country, for the sufferings they so pa- 
tiently and patriotically endui«d, being compelled to sleep, if 
sleep was allowed, in the open air, with the heavens for their ca- 
nopy, for fourni^ts, daring the chief part of which itraiiled 
pretty constantly and soiiietimes heavily. They also received 
their refreshments irregularly ; the whole being packed up xng 
prudent preparation of events that uni^^ have happened. 
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- ' •• ■ 
~ But the attack on fort M*^ Henry was terribly grand and magni- 
ficent The enemy's yesse^s formed a great haif circle in front of 
the works on the 12th, biit out of the reach of our guns, and also 
those of the battery at th€ Lazaretto, xm the opposite side of the 
great cove or basin around the head (rf which the city of Balti- 
more is built Fort M'Henry is about two miles from the city, 
a " light little" place, with some finely planned batteries, mount- 
^ with heavy camion, m the Britiah very well know. At 6 o'clock 
•on Tuesday morning, six bomb and some rocket vessels com- . 
menced the attack, keeping such a respectful distance as to make \, 
the fort rather a tarffef than an opponent ; though major Arnds- 
4ead, the gallant commander, and his^ brave garrison fired occa- 
sionally to let the enemy kno^ the place was not given up 1 Four 
or five bombs were frequently in the air at a time, and, making a 
-double explosion, with the noise of ihefooUah rockets Mid the fir- 
ings of ^e fort, Lazaretto jmd our barges, created a horrible clat- 
ter. [Many of theseliombs have since been fbund entire— they ' 
weigh, whenf«ll of their combustibles, about 210 or 220 lbs. 
and tb^ threw them much further than our long 42 pounders 
would reach. ] Thus it lasted unlil about 3 o'clock in the after- 
noon, when the enemy, growing more courageous, <lropped nearer 
the fort, and g^ve the garnson-and batteries a littl-e of the chance 
they wanted. The balls now fl«W like hail Btones, and the Bri- 
tons slipped thdr cables, hoisted their sails and were off in a mo- 
ment, but not without damage. When they got out of harm's 
way they renewed the " magnamnums** attack, throwing their 
bombs witih an activity excited by their mortification. So they 
'went on until about 1 o'clock in tlie morning, our batteries now 
And then firing a single g^n. At this time, aided by the darkness 
of the nig^t, and screened by a flame they had kindled, one or 
two rodcet or bomb Vessels and many barges, manned with 1200 
men, passed fort M'Henry and proceeded up the Patapsco, to as- 
sail the town and fort in th« rear, and, perhaps, effect a landing. 
The weak sighted mortals now thought the great deed was done, 
they gave three, cheers, and beg^ to throw their missive weapons. 
But, alas ! their cheeiring was quickly turned to groaning, and the 
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cries and screams of their wounded and drowning' people soon 
reached the sjiore; for forts J^* Henry and Covington with the 
City Battery and the Lazaretto and barges, vomited an inmfianie 
upon them, in heated balls, and a storm of heavy bullets flev 
upon them from the great semicircle of large guns and gallant 
hearts. The houses in the city wet e shaken to their foundations ; 
for never, perhaps, from the time of the invention of cannon to 
the present day, were the same number of pieces fired with so ra> 
pid succession ; particularly from fort Covington where a party of 
Bodgert' really invincible crew was posted. Bamejft ftotilla- 
men, at the City Battery, maintained the highest reputation they 
had before .earned. The other vessels also began to fire — ^nd 
the heavens were lighted with fiame, and all wad a contimietf exp 
plosion for about half an hour* Having got this taste of what was 
prepared for thein (and it was a pere taste) the enemy precipi- 
tately retired with his remaining force, hattered and crippled, to 
his reopectftU distance ; the darkness of the night and his ceasing 
to fire (which was tlie only guide our people had) preventing his 
anniliilation. All was for sometime still— the silence was aw^— 
but being beyond danger some of his vessels resumed the bom- 
bardment, ^hich continued ipitil morning — ^in all about ^ hours, 
during which there were thrown not less than 1500 of these great 
bombs, besides many rockets and some round shot. Tlxcy must 
bkve suffered excessively in this affair — ^two of their large barges 
have been founri sunk; and in them were yet some dead men. 
But wliat the loss really was it is probable we never shall know. 
They a^so were at other times injured by fort M* Henry, the Laxa- 
retto and the barges. I myself believe I sav^ several shot takfi 
effect during Tuesday afternoon. 

The preservation of qur people in the fort is calculated to ex^ 
cite in a wonderfiil manner our gratitude, to that Gbeat Beivs 
without whose knowledge " a sparrow does not fall to the 
ground.'' Only four were killed and about 20 wounded, and two ^ 
or 300 dollars will repair all the damages the fortress sustained! 

lieut ClaggetfOf capt JVTcAofoon'f company of artillc^, wai 
the only officer killed in the fort. His friend, sergeant Clemm, 
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of tht same corps, received his death at the saxne time. They 
were respectftble merchants. 

The admiral had fully calculated on taking the fort in tvw hours* 
its surrender was spoken of as a matter of course. He said, that 
when it was taken and the shipping destroyed, '*he vmdd think 
obma terms far the a#y." All about and in the fbrtis such ample 
eyldeace of his zeal to perform his promise,, that it seeaos impos- 
s^le to believe that greater damage was not done than was really 
sustained. The gallant and accomplished Amdsteady through 
watching and exc'fessive fatigue (f<^ he had other gi*eat duties 
to do besides defending his post) flagged as soon as the fig^t was 
done, and now lies very ill; but not dangerously, we trust, 
though severely afflicted. Many of his gallant companions were 
i^so exhausted, but haxe generally recruited thdr strength. 

To vetum to the Md engagement. The ferceof the enemy 
in the battle, may have amounted to 4000 m,en. They were 
fine looking fellows, but seemed veiy unwillliig to meet the 
''yankee" bullets-^their dodging from the cannon and stooping 
befo^ the musquetry has already been noticed. The prisoners 
ftnd deserters say, that fbr the time the af&ir lasted and the men 
engaged, they, never received so destructive a,;iire ; and this may 
well be^ for our men fired i^t by word -of -command only, but 
also at an object. Of the 21st British^ regiment about 500 were 
landed—- on them<HnmgwOfthe ISth t^ey fi>und irikilled, wound« 
ed and missing. Their whole loss may be safely estimated «t 
fipom 5 to fOO^ften. Major general ^068, who did ''-not care 
if k rained milida,*' the infi^ndiar^ of the capit^i, paid theibrl^dt 
frf'that act l^ his death, lie w^as killed in the ^{urly part of the 
notion i aad theveas wetaoa to .believe <that«two or three o&ev^ofli- 
«cr8 high in command met the same fate, fioai jsras a4>]save man 
and aa able -commandinv-'and if he^had been engaged in ano^icr 
S}f9tem -of warfare -woidd have claimed our jrespectiul ^remem- 
brance. We may admire buttwe eannot esteem his^memory. Tiie 
«haraeter of Msor fi^cM/ferV play of <the ^<iRobbers*' notwithstand- 
ing -its grandeur, disgusts bytheifitmiiMf ^towhich his^greiittsleBts 
-sad secompUsluiients were devoted. So it was with Ih^. His 
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orden, perhaps, may afibrd some sort «f an excuse for his viola- 
tion of the rules of civilized war« His death was probably the 
immediate cause why an attack upon our works was not made. 
General Brooks, on whom the command devolved, would not 
risk the enterprize. 

Our whole loss in the aifair was about 20 killed, 90 wounded, 
and 47 prisoners and missing. The officers kilied were James 
Lowry Donaldson, Esq. adjutant of the brave 27th regiment, and 
one of the representatives of this city in the house of del^r^tes of 
Maryland— he fell while encouraging his men in arms ; and lieut 
Andre^ of the " Gray Yagers" a valuable young man. Major 
Moorv? of the 27th was severely, but not dangerously wounded. 
Maj. Heath of the 5th had two horses shot under him, and major 
Barry*9 of the same regiment was also killed. The cavalry lost 
several horses, and some of tliem on the look-out were taken pri- 
soners. Many particulars must be postponed for want of room. 
Some interesting incidents will be inserted in our next. For the 
present we shall only add, that brigadier-general Sincker, whose 
urbanity has long endeared him to the citizens under his com* 
mand and the people at large, behaved as beeame the high charge 
entrusted t6 him as a soldier. He has the entire confidence of 
^ his brigade. Robert G. Jfarpen, esquire, who volunteered his 
sewices as an aid-de-camp, also greatly exerted himself/ in the 
hottest part of the fire to encourage and give steadiness to our 
troops. 

I'he enemy's bomb vessels, we are told, are much wrecked by 
their own fire. This may well be supposed when the fact is sta- 
ted that at every discharge they were forced two feet into the wa- 
ter by the force of it, thus straining every part from stem to stem. 

Never was the mortification of an invader more complete than 
that of our enemy. Beaten by militia and defeated by the fort, 
he went away in the worst possible humour, aud a total loss that 
may amount to not less than 800 men. 

The following is from a London paper of June 17 — ** It is un- 
derstood, that the grand expedition preparing at Bordeaux for 
America, under the gallant lord HUI, is destined for the Chesa- 
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peake direct. Our little army in Canada, wil^ at the same in- 
stant, be directed to make a movement in the direpticn of the 
Suaqueharmak s and both armies will therefore, in all pr«babilit7> 
meet at Washington, Philadelpliia or Baltimore. The sea of the 
American government, BUT MORE PARTICULARLY BALTI- 
MORE is to be the inmiediate object of attack. In the dipAW 
matic circles it is also rumoured that our naval and mJflta^ com- 
manders on the American station have no power to conclude ai^ 
armistice or suspension of arms. They carry with them certahi 
terms, which will be offered to the American government at the 
point of tlie bayonet The terms of course, are not made public ; 
but there is reason to believe that America will be left in a much 
worse situation, as a naval and commercial powei*, than she T^ 
at the commencement of the war." 
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KOTE I. 

THE ALLEGANIAD. Page 28. 

It certainly will appear a bold design in so young an Author, to 
attempt the removal of the Muses from Mount Parnassus to the 
AUegany Mountains. 

Parnassus, situated in the midst of a country formerly celebrate 
ed for its refinement, cinlization, and the progress which its in- 
habitants had made in the liberal Sciences and useful Arts, is 
now surrounded by a population ignorant, slavish, and the exact 
counterpart of their enlightened ancestors. I have therefore ima- 
gined it proper to transport the Ladies to the Alleganies in the 
Chariot of the Sun, as Pegassus's back has lately been severely 
galled by several heavy-riding English versifyers ; and indeed, it 
was not sufficiently long to bear nine side saddles ; besides which 
^ec^iveyance by carriage is, at present, the most fashionable mode 
of trtt«elUng. Had tliese nine reputed Virgfins, thought proper 
to have waited on the shores of Greece, for the arrival of Cleopa^ 
tra's Barge, I doubt not, but that Mr. Crowningshi^d, the enter- 
prising proprietor of that magnificent vehicle, would politely on 
his return, have brought them as passengers to some part of the 
United States, and tlms, have performed an action more deserv- 
ing of renown, than whatever Jason accomplished with the Golden 
Fleece. 
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Th0 Muses have but followed the examples of maay thousand 
-mortals who have fled from the devastations of war in Europe, to 
dwell in security on the bosom of Columbia. Fearful anticipa- 
tions have occasioned an influx of population to the United States, 
by the multitudinous emigrations of Europeans from the Old . 
World — ^for more than twenty years past, so continually deluged 
with human gore, to this portion of the New Continent, which 
seems destined by the Power Supreme to be the asylum of the 
miserable, and the last abode of Liberty on earth. Happening 
fortunately to live in an epocha when tranquility has extended ~ 
her wings over Europe, Asia, and tlie Northern Continent of Ame- 
rica ; it was dui'ing a complete year of .Peace, I returned to my 
beloved countr}'-, after an absence of many years ; I would cele* 
brate this distinguished period with the sound of th^ harp, and 
with the voice of melody. There is often too much monotony, 
even in the themes o£ modem poets, their tuneful predecessors 
have indiscriminately su,ng of flowers and of weeds, have exhaust- 
ed almost every subject : Wliile one undertakes to describe the 
glory of God, the seat of his Divine Majesty, tlie effects of His 
Power, of His Anger, or of His Love; another writes "^ Son' 
net to my Mstresa'a Eyebrow" — ^and another simply sings : 
" Bus^, ciuious, thirsty Jly — 
*' Drink with me, and drink witli I !" 
I^firth, Joy, Pleasure, Happiness — Pain, Grief, Misery, Despair, 
all the Passions which can agitate the soul with sensations of sor- 
row, or emotions of any kind : all we can see, and much of all we 
have thought, have been consecrated to the Muses. Many reapers 
have gathered of the harvest. All nature is a song. 

I may claim the merit of originality for the removal of thelh- 
spirers of Heavenly Poesy from tlie realms of tui'bulence, to the 
regions of peace ; from Europe to America ; from Parnassus, to 
" Mountains lov'd by liberty." 

But it may be objected to, the removal of the Daughters of 
l^elody from dwelUng in the midst of the noise of arms ; that it 
is an absolute innovation in the Mythology of the ancient Greeks 
«nd V^maxiB, ai^d that no modem shpul4 pretend to chuige what 
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was considered by them sacred, and which constituted a pari ol 
tlieir religious belief. To this objection, it may be replied: Poetrj 
is not peculiar to any particular country, but is generally cultivat 
ed by all nations which liave made any progress in civilization 
The imag-inary Inspirers of the Divine Art, are Still supposed U 
^st, but why should Pafnassas Inonopolize their residence 
since the chai-m which primitively attracted them to that moun 
tain exists no more ; why were the Muses established in Greece 
Because it was a Land of Liberty and of Refinement; their pre 
sence essenliuUy presumes the cultivation of the Liberal Science 
and useful Arts, and a profound veneration for Religion ; thev ab- 
hor ignornnce and venality : but by whom are tliey now surround- 
ed ? the Garden of Ancient Europe, is now inhabited by slavish, 
slothful, stupid Turks, enemies to liberality, and foes to Science; 
they have desolated that once beautiful portion of the earth, and 
d^trpyed tlie most valuable of the monuments of the glory of 
Greece. They are Maliomedans. To evince the barbarity o< 
the Islamites, take the example of one of their Emperors. His 
arms were victorious, — success crowned with his flag, the ram- 
parts of a magnificent cit^,' in which a wise monarch had many 
years antecedently, established at an enormous expense an excel, 
lent Library, filled witli the choicest productions of the mind oi 
man. The Mahomedans doomed tlie city to conflagration. The 
Literati flew to the vindictive Islamite and conjured him to spare 
TH» FINEST LiiiRABT IN THE woHLif. "IP* Said hc, " it contains 
what is in tlie Koran, we have the Koran, it is needless ; if mor« 
it is superfluous : let it be destroyed.*' 

During the invasion of Egypt by the French army under Bona- 
parte. First Consul of the French Republic^ that chief was de- 
sirous of opening in the invaded country. Academies for the in- 
struction of native youtli ; in order to accomplish tliis object, 
he frequently conversed on the subject with the most sapient oi 
tlie MahomedanJmans and Cziques, and philosophically proposed 
the translation from the various languages of the civilized Euro- 
peans, of tlie scientific works j all the disciples of 'Mahomet de- 
clared that there covild be no neoesaity. for so much trouble^ as 
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the Koran taught every thing : The French Consul angrily asked : 
«« Does it teacji you how to cast cannon ?" All the Mahomedans 
answered : " Yes ! yes !" — And siiall the Virgin Muses choose to 
dwell in the country of these, the reverse of liie enlightened inha- 
bitants of ancient Greece ? Will the piire Maids contentedly re- 
side in those regions where polygamy and concuhinage is permit- 
ted, and where no soul is allowed to tlieir sex, where females are 
gener41y considered merely created to conduce to the sensual 
gratifiQations of the most brutal, slavish, and stupid of mankind f 
Was it not from 

*' Harmony, from heav'nly harmony, 

This univei'sal sphere began ;" — 
and in Poetry the Most High delivered his Oracles to the Sons of 
Men. What is Isaiali, the Psalms, the Book of Job, the Songs of 
Solomon, but incomparable specimens of the Divine Art ? Will 
not the Muses fly from the gloomy horizon of Modem Greece, to 
that country, whoiie God and King, delivers his Sacred Oracles 
in inimitable Poetry, and who' condescended to give lessons to 
men on the Arts of Navigation and Architecture ?* Let Columbia 
therefore, be henceforth tlie residence of tlie American Muses% 



NOTE n. 

Happy the man inured to healthful toil. 

Who reap8 the harvest, ploughs the grateful soil, 

Happy the Farmer Page 32. 

Poets of various countries, in various ages, hare unanimoupty 
celebrated the happiness of a Farmer's Hfe. The elegant Tibul- 
lus in his XI. Eclogue thus sweetly sings : 

Quam potuis laudahdus hie est, quem prole parata 
Occupat in parva pigra senecta casu. 

* See in Genesis instructions to Noah respecting the Ark# also 
to Moses respecting the building t>f the Tabernacle. 
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Ipte suas sectatur ove», et £lios agaoa i 
Et calidam fesso comparat uxor aquam 
Sic ego simy Uceatque caput candescere canis, 
Temporis et prisci facta raferre senem, 
Interea Pax arva colat ; Pax Candida primuxn 
Buxit araturos sub juga curva baires. ; 

Pax aluit vites, et succos condidit uvx, 
Funderet ut nato testa patema o^eruni. 
Pace bidens, vomerque nitent: et tristia dura 
Militis in tenebris occupat arma situs. 
Rusticus e luccoqu e vehit, male sobrius ipse, 
Uxorem plaustro progeniemque domum. 

lib. 39. 50. 

Jarenal» the Roman satirist writes thus : 

Vivite con^enti casulis et collibus istis 

O Pueri, Marcus dicebat, et Hemicus olim 

Vestinusque senex ; panem quxramus aratro^ 

Qui satis est mensis : laudant hoc numina ruris. 

Quorum ope et auxilio, gratx post minus arists, 

Contingunt homini Teteris fastidia quercus. 

Nil vetitum fecisse volet, quern non pudcrt alto: 

Per glaciem perone tegi.; qui sum movet Euros 

PelUbus inversis, perigrino, ignotaque nobis 

Ad scelus atque nefas, quodcunque est, purpura ducit. 

HaeC illi veteres prsecepta minoribus. 

Those situations are certainljt not the most enviable which are 
the most exalted. All classes and conditions of men, have their 
Iroublss, happiest is he who has the least. Money does not con- 
fer happiness cm its possessor. 

Quxritur argentium puerisque beata creandis 
Uxor et incilltx pecantor vomere sylvse. 
Quod satis est, cui contingio, niliil amplius optet. 
Non domus et fundus, nox sris acervus et ami. 
JBgroto dumum deduxii cocpore febres, 
J^on animo cures. Horace. 
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XiUcien Bonaparte, in his %ie Poem introduces pmons of high 
rank into a peasant's cottage, where tb^f are entevtaaned with 
simplicity and hoepkality. 

Rich streams of milk in wooden bowls are pour*d : 
The carefhl swain prepares his simple board s 
Then to each stranger with a. liberal hand* 
Presents in turn the produce of his land. 
Four sons, a daughter, aiid a wife belov'd 
His household form'd : by his example mov'd. 
All these his hospitable labours share 
Strangen alike to avarice and to <me ; 
"B^ftotatetnarkeotWi^ sectire frem need> 
A life of uiiioD and content they lead. 

CharlentiigHe. 

The happiest man I tv6r Imew was the most contented; he 
was a little ugly deformed shoe-black, Who used ^ sit down Un- 
der the arch-way leading to Lincoln's rnii, in the city of London. 
I have frequently stood at a little distance from thait shoe-black — 
to admire his cheerfulness. One day, curiosity led me to ask 
him if he was really as happy as he scppeared; his reply was: 
''Ay, your honour, t am always happy when I have something to 
do. Five and forty years have I sat under thiis archway a clean- 
ing of shoes ; and I would not give up the business now in my old 
age if my own dear old' grandfather were to come out of his grave 
to ax me." ** Then you are truly happy," I replied, " for there 
is no famine of dirty shoes m thiii lieighbofuriiood." ** Thank 
God!" said the happy man, and as he continued rubbing a sho9 
with great spirit, and much sdf-complaceiicy, he sung a Ballad 
on the delights of shoe-cleaning with a vivacity, which if it could 
be rivalled by aught but lus croaking Voice, it could Only be the 
doggteility of his thymes. 

There b no personage in the world— more careless, more inde- 
pendent, more contented> than the shoe-black who had sat under 
the arch-way leading to Lincoln's Inn those five and forty years. 

I have often admired the fidelity of Horace's descriptiona of 
characters in his Satires and Epistles — ^his words : 
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Mc quotics reficit gelidis Digentia vivus. 

Quern Mandela bibit, rugosus frigore pagus ; 

Quid sentiri putas, quid credis, amice precai'i ? 

Sit mihi quod nunc est etiam minus et mihi vivam 

Quod siiper est acvi, si qui super esse, volunt Di, 

Si bona librorum et provisx frugis in annum 

Copia, ne fluitem dubiae spe pendaclus horde. * 

Sed satis est opare Jovem^ qui ponit et s^ufert: 

Det vitam, det opes j sequum, mi animum ipse parabor. 

Ep. 18. 

Conversing with a Farq^ one d*y, I asked : " Why he con- 
fined himself to the same monotonous mode of life ; and hinted, 
that as he possessed something suhstantial, if he had any good 
inend, acquainted wit|i business, h« might advantageously lay 
out a few hundred dollars in some commercial speculation. He 
answered : "I am as contented as I need; I want to have only 
what I have, and to live as long as God pleases. I amuse myself 
with reading at leisure hours ; — ^I have got a good library' of books; 
besides I have a parcel of ftne childr^i growing up, if I were to 
speculate I Inight lose a great deal, and have nothing to leave 
them ; as it is, I am not in any danger of having my all upset in a 
vessel. I wish to be as happy and contented as I am all my days, 
and my children after me." 

In the lines from Horace previously cited, the sense was nearly 
Similar. 

Fope in the Estay on Jktatif says : 

'< Happiness to no single spot confin'd 

" Is no where to be found» or ev'ry where. 

" Reason's whole pleasure, all the joys of sense* 

" Lie in three words— Health, Peace, and Competence." 

Ah anonymous writer has briefly expressed a just opinion on 
the subject : 

*• Content makes any lot a prize." 

It is said tliat Roland, formerly a miilister of state to Louis 
XYIth. \phen brought to the gullotine, thro' the barbarous ma* 



4 






th 
m 

CO 

«^ 

caa 
hit 



ao\ 
tin 
so: 
2n< 

Tl 

CO 



1i 



.**' 



I CANTO FOURTH. 143 

ehinations of his enemies, the anarchists of France, calmly said 
the moment before his decapitation : "This isHhe happiest mo- 
ment of my life !" 

If I may be allowed to hazard ah opinion on the happiness of 
conditions, it is— that person is happy who confident of immortal- 
ity in bliss, of ho longer being a 

•* Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour !*' 

can in his dying moments with enthusiasm pronounce the inimita- 
ble lines of Pope : 

** Vital spark of heavenly flame, 

*< Qjiut, O quit, this mortal frame, &c. 

NOTE ra. 

THE BATTIiE OF LA TRANCHE. 

Simplicity is the characteristic of the battle of La Tranche, in 
which I have sought to imitate, but without too much servility, 
some of the more generally admired Old English ballads ; some- 
times diversifying the metre of my verses, to interrupt the irk- 
someness of an incessant monotony, thi^ intended irregularity of 
measure, appears to me an improvement, requiring no apology.— ^ 
The first verse is formed on the model of Chevy Chase, which 
commences thus : 

** God prosper long our noble king, , 

Our lives and safties all, 
A woful hunting once there did 
In Chevy Chace befall." 

But Chevy Chape abounds in absurdities, such as— 

" To hunt the deer with hound and horn. 

Lord Percy took his way ; 
The child matf rue that it unborn. 

The hunting of thatgday ! !*' 

So gross a falsehood occasions the fidelity of the whole narra- 
tive to be suspected, and deterioates from tke genuine interest 
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with vbidi'tbe perfomanc^ would otherwise be penned. To in- 
troduce a ludicrous inuige of heroic valour, is ungei^erous : To 
■port with the miseiy of a vjQiant warrior, is unfeeling^. $uoh 
Knes as^e foUowing would be sufficient to caiJiX down the tfawn- 
dcffbolts of critical vcag^eauce on the production iOf > vooitm 
must'. 

But Weddfiangton needs naustl watt 

As one .indoUfid dumpf, 
FW'—^tohen hit legt were emitten ujf 

H^—fou^^hi upon hu.ftttmpt / / 

I have not admitted such glaring absurdities in the simple bal- 
lad of the battle of La Tranche. The descriptive part of the 
piece is taken from <« Historic Sketches of the Late War by James 
Lewis Thompf^." 
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